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A LOVE CRIME. 


C’llAPTKR I. 

'I'lTi: litllo was illniiiinatrd Ly tli«- 

<»t lliM lamps — tall lamps sl.mdm^ 

on .Ia]>a.iit‘se vas<'S and bearing ^lol)(‘S upon wliirh 
rrsi<‘d II(‘\il)I<* Kh<nl»*s ol‘ ii ])alr Idm^ lint, d'la 
door was liiddon by a of iaposli \ ; two walls 

wcic Inm^ willi <uiollioi pit‘i*o, wha li was « (»\(a*‘d 
w'itli lai^’o (i^un*s. Initli wdiidows w'<‘r«‘ dia]M.*d 
with r-m 1 aiiis -di.uvn ,in.st. now — of <l< cj) o^d 
onlniir and liravy ol tbhl. 

'rii(‘ apartmont thus olnsfd in li nl a linim*- 
likr an, whirli was hoit;liti‘noib by tin* pH»in'H»n 
nl‘ sm.ill artj(*lrs s(*,dtonMl nvta tin (miiilun'; 
])lii»ti»f^i a]»Jis s«*l. Ill flames, l.n (jm n d bu\«‘<, «dd- 
fashlnlied <*ases, .1 tew S.l\on st.ltnettes, books 
stitehed in euv»-is nf antiqm stntf, smE a^ 
wa‘n-* eoniin^ii, into lashinii in tin* yeai JSSd. 'J’In* 
w’reatlune* teliai^t* of an evei u;ieen }»lant shew'ed in 
one eninei. (lost- beside jt, an ojaai pi.uio dis- 
playeil its wdiite Ue\s. An lEi^hsh seieen with 
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cjoloiired glasH am I a nlu lt on which tca-cn])F!, 
books, or work might he laid, stood in tohls on 
one sifle ol tlie firc-j)la<*t‘. fire burned willi a 

peaceful eraekliiig noise winch formed an aceoiii' 
])animent to the sound jiroceeding from tln^ tea* 
pot as tile latter ieeeiV(‘<l the caresses irom the 
flame ot its laiin» on the low table designed lor 
such H(‘r\ lee, 

'File furniture of the soni(‘wliat crowded diaw- 
mg-room prescntc'd that eomjjosif e aji]»eai«iijci» 
which IK charaeteiistie of our time, logetJiei witli 
the peculiarity that everything m it si^emed to be 
almost too new. At a first glance, certain sligld 
nulK'aiiims would have seemed to show that its 
Pansiaii asjiect had lieeu voluntarily ainu'd at. 
ObjtM'is were eontrasted Iku’c ami then*; there 
weie, for instance, little old-f.islnoned silver 
s])ouuh; on the walls wore two excellent copies of 
small n'ligious pictures, to which memories of 
childhood weie eertuinly linked, and wliiidi could 
have conn* only from an old eonntiy hoiis**. 'Jdn* 
jihotdgi aphs, also, witn(*ssed, l>y the dri*ss ainl 
demeanour of tin* relatives or friemls n*pi t*seiited, 
to altogt*rher ju’ovim lal rv*lationK]iipK, The feeling 
of eontrast would luivt* beeoim' still mon* jiereejit- 
ible to one visiting the other rooms and finding 
everywhere evidmittr)k<'ns tliat thepersons dwelling 
lu them had lived but a very short tmu' at Tans, 
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'J'IiIm siiiall-HjztMl drawiii'^-i’niiin Ix'lonj^'ed to a 
Hiuall-siztMl Ikuimo sitnat«.‘(l at Nn. )U^ lJuo di* L,» 
l{(»cliL*lnii('auld. ddi< ]>art of tluxs stuM‘1, 

Avliich desf*t*iidH in a vcny sIoj)l' to tlio Rur 

SjMijt-L.iZiU(‘, H<jv<‘ral [JUVcito Imnsrs i.i 

V(*iy variiMl luuld, and- a ii‘\v rotinnl d\v(‘lhni»;H 
smi'oinidod liy ;i;ardiMiK. d'lio lioiisc* foiitainnii; 
llio dia\\'in“’-r(M»iii was Imili lor an actn-ss 

l)y a crlclnaiiMl linan<‘ni uinlor tin* Kiiijau*, at a 
jM'iiod will'll tlie Ru(‘ dr la d'oiu drs i).mjrs hai- 
l)oui‘(‘d many ]»nnrt‘s and prinrcwM's ui tin* iool- 
lii^hts. ']\m) small to suit a wraltliv family, too 
ini'onvrniiuit, owm^ to rrilain drtimi'UC'irs in ar- 
commodatiun, fur truants arciistoiiird to tin* 
comj)li.‘lriK‘Ss of Kn^lish comfort, it must liavi* 
piovrd (jllltc ScdurtiV(‘ to JirisoliS ai r Ustt ailrd to 
a srini-countiy life b\ its attiartion as a. ‘"home,' 
as well as by tin* i|im*t. pervadinr thr end of thr 
sti ret, w liirli IS rairly atlionted by \t‘hj«*lrs on 
arruunt of the ditlu•^lt^ of thr asernt. 

Ihirin,!!; this November eviMimi;, altliou^*h the 
windows of tlir little diaw'in^-ioom looked upon 
thr rouityard, and llm latter opi'iird U]»on thr 
street, only a dim and distant murmuiini:' ]M*nr- 
trated from without, broken liy orrasion.il ^usts 
of the nortli Avind, tlndc^in*^ by the whisthn;^* ot 
this north wind tlu* niL;ht must have' lieeii a cohl 
one. S05 at least, opined a iaiily >oung man, luie 
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f)f*tlio tliroe jK'i’Huijs in tho ^IvinviiiG;- 

ronm, oh ho roso frcmi liin (‘liair. Hot down Ins 
otnpty oil]) on tho toa-tniy wnth a Rip;h, ainl looUt'il 
di tho tinio-inooo 

“ Ton o'olook, Must 1 r(\‘illy jij^o to roc» tho Mol- 
lionroH thiH ov(‘ninfj^? Wliat a (]jH;ist(‘r it is to 
have a sonsililo Avito Mdio tliinlc'^ a]a)nt yt>ni I’ntino ’ 
Nov<n’ ;^-i.’t nanricMl, Avniand. Liston to tliat M'ind ’ 
I Avas HO ( nmini tal)l<* lion* willi yon. Look Iioro, 
Helen," li(‘ Went on, leaning on tli(‘ liaek of the 
(*;isy-ehair in wliieh liis wile w'aw s(‘a1ed, ‘Mvlial 
Avdl ]ia])])en if I do not imt in an ^ijijx^aranei* tin’s 
evening 

‘‘We sliall he disi'inirteoiis to Home wry kind 
]){‘o])le, Avlio liave ahvays l)(‘haAa*d jan-feetly 
toAvanls us sniei* avg eaine to Haiis a year ni'o," 
njilied tln^ yoiitiij; AA'onian ; slu* stretolied ont 
to tlie lire her sleinhn* feet, in tlie })r(‘tty jiatent 
lojitlier slioos and nninve atoekin^s, tin* lattei Jieinir; 
of tlie same colour as diess. “If I had not 
my neui aliiia ! " h1i<‘ added, imttinj;’ Inn’ ti niters to 
her teni]>Ie, “ Yon AA'ill niakt* all my (*\cnses to 
them Crane, my poor Alfred, courat»;e ! " 

Sin* ros(‘ ami held ont her hand to her hnsl»and, 
w'lio drew hor to Imn in order to i>’iA'e h<T a kiss. 
\'iHih1o ]>ain aa'Ms dopicted on ILden's liandsoine 
far*e thr a mimite, dnnn;^ AAdn’eh she an as e<»iistrained 
\i> Huhiuit to this earesH, Standing thus, in her 
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lar<*-triniiiif‘(l (Ivies'*;, 1h<‘ (*ontrtiKt 
l)oiAV(*(‘Ti tlu* oi lier ("iitin* p<as(»ti ;u)«l tlir 

chinisiiK'Ks of tlir iimn wliosc* iiiiiiir kIio horr was 
still slriki?!,:;. 

Slir was tall, slrinlri, and snpplr. 'Tlir di ln.'iiry 
Avitli Avlncli lirr liainl joined tlir aim wliirli fin' 
shM‘\(‘ nf her dress left half niicoveied, thr inlm^ss 
oi this arm, oij wliirh slioiir llu^ ^’old of a hrareh^i, 
thr r< mildness ol' lirr dainty waist, the i:;ia(*i‘ of hei 
yoiitliiiil Jij^'urr, — all irvealrd in Ina* tla^ bhumiiiii;' 
oi a bodily brant\ in harmony with Ihr branly oi* 
hiT head. Her bi ii;ht cliestniit hair, jiartetl simjdy 
ill the centre, half ron<'ealr<l a ibrelirad that was 
ahim.st too hiLi^h — a ]iio)>abl(* si,i;n that with liri 
f(‘elmi^ piedominated ovc‘i jnd^'nirnt, Slio had 
1)1*0 vvn (*yeH, in a i'air e(»mpl(‘xion, such ryes as 
bt*ronir hazel or bla<*k arronlme; as the jiiijhI 
contracts or dil.itcs; and t‘Vrrythmi!; in thr iacr 
drclanal ]).ission, i‘nri-_i\, and pndr, t’loin the 
lathm'too ])ioinmnc(‘d line of the oval, imlicatini: 
the iiini stiiirtinr *)! the lt>w'ci pait of tlir head, to 
tlie moutli, which w’as stionjj;ly outlined, and foaii 
till* chin, wdiicli w'as w'orthy <>f an .in<*iriit medal, 
to the nos( , wdiicli wm'-* n«‘aily sliairlit, and was 
united to tlir harhi'ail hy a nolilr at tarhnuMit. 

The piir<^ ami livinr* quality of lier la^anty fully 
justified tli(‘ fervour d<*)m*trd on the fare of hf*r 
husband wdiile he was kissiuj^ his AMle, just as the 
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evident aversion oi tJie youn^ woman was ex- 
plained by the impleasing aspect ot her lord and 
master. They were not rTeatiires ot the sanui 
breed. Alfred Chazel presented tlie regular type 
of a middle-class Frenehnian, who has laid to work 
too d]lig(^ntly, to prepare for tr)o many examinations, 
to s])cnd too many lionrs over papers or before a 
desk, at an age wlien the body is devcdoping. 

Although he was searcely thirty-two, the lirst 
t(tk(‘ns of physical wear and tear were abundant 
witli liini. Ilis hair was thin, his eumjdi^xion 
looked inipoverislual, his shoulders were both 
broad and l>ony, and there was an angularity in 
liis gestures as well as an awkwardness about his 
entire person. His tall figure, his big bones, and 
his larg(‘ liand suggested a disparity bcdweeii tlie 
initial eonstituticm, whieli must have been robust, 
and the edueatiuii, Avhicli must havo been reducing, 
(diazel carried an eye-glass, which lie was always 
letting fall^ for he was clumsy with his long, thin 
Jiaiids, as was attested by the tying t»f tlie white 
iWeiiing cravat, so }jadly adjusted round his already 
crujn})led collar. Ibit when tlu* eye-glass fell, the 
blue colour of his eyes was the bedter seen — a blue 
so open, so fnssh, so childlike, that the most ill- 
disposed jjorsons would have found it liaiJ lo 
attribute this man's weariness to any <'Xccss save 
that of thought. 
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llis Still very yoiitlitul simlo, displaying- while 
teeth ben<*atli a lair beard, which Alfred wok* 
in its entirety, liaimonised with this childlike 
fraiikiit*KH ot look. And, in tact, 1 llitizers life had 
been passe.d in contiiiuous, ahsorbinf>; work, and in 
an abKolute inexperience uf wluit was not his 
business,” as he used to say. Sou of a modest 
professor of chemistry, and 4 ^‘iandson of a pea- 
sant, Allred, iiaving- iiihciited ajditude ibi the 
Kcieufcs lioiu Ills father, and t(*nacity ol jniipose 
from his ^Tamllatlier, had, by dint of eut*!*^’}^ and 
with but moderate abilities, been one of the first 
at the entrance to that Eeole Polytechiiifjue 
which, in the estimation of many excellent 
intellects, exercises, by its overloaded and p*'c- 
cocioiiR examinations, a murderous influence upon 
the develt»})ment of the middle-class youth uf uur 
country. 

At twenty-two, Chazel passed tmt tw(*lfth, and 
three years later first from the School of Roads and 
Bridges. Sent to Boiirges, lie fell in love with 
Mademoiselle de Vaivre, whowj father, having 
married a second time, could give her only a very 
slender dowry. The imexj)ected death, first of 
Monsieur de Vaivre, then of his second wife and 
of their child, suddenly enriclied the young house- 
hold. Appointed the j>recediiig year to a muni- 
cipal post at Paris, thi* engineer found that he 
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had r^alifird a lmndre<Uohl tlip Timst anihitious 
hopes of his youth. His wife’s fortune auKJUiited 
to about linndred thousand francs, to the 

Tefcurns from wliieh were added the ten thousand 
francs oi' his own sahirv and the small inef)ine 
which liad been left by his father. But this 
compi^iency, instead of bluntings the young man’s 
activity, stimulated it to the ambition of coiiipen- 
sating in honour for tin* inequality of position be- 
tween hinis(*lf and liis wife, tie had, accordingly, 
gone back to matliemati(;al labours with fresh 
ardour. Admission to tin* Institute shone 6n the 
liorizou of his <lreanis, like a sort of final apotlieosis 
to a destiny, the hajipiiiess of which ho modestly 
referre«l to his father’s wist* maxim : ‘‘ 'J'o keep to 
the high road.” 

Add t(» this that a son had b(*ei) born to him, 
in whom he alreatly disiM*rned a reflection of his 
own disiiositioii, and it cannot fail to be under- 
stood how this man would onngnitulate himself 
daily tor liaving taken life, as he had done, with 
complete su]*missiou to all the average conditions 
of tlie social clnss in which ho Imil been btn’ii. 

Did tliese various K^Hei-tions pass through thp 
mind of tin* third individual — tin* man whom 
Alfred (Jhazel liad called Aiinaiid, as he contem- 
plated the conjugal tableau through the smoke 
from a Hussian cigarette which he had just 
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— a liberty whieb levealod the of 

iiiK intimacy with the family The Raiiie c(nitra.st 
whicli Kcpai’atcd Alfred from lloleii s(‘})aratcd him 
also from Armand. The latter looked at fiisl 
yoiiiJ^'er tlniii his ai^^o, tlioiifj^li lie too had jaisKod 
his tliirty-s'-i.Maid year. 11 Alln^l’s earolcssly-woin 
coat revealed lallier the leannesH and dihja-oportion 
id* his body, the frock of the Baron de (»)n(*rnc — sncli 
was Armand’s tamily-iiame — fitted close to tlio 
shoulders and bust of a man, small but nhiisl, 
and evidently devot(*d to ftmciiif^, lidinp^, tennis, 
and all the spovlin^ habits which the youths oi 
the richer classes have (urntracted in imitation ol 
the English, now tliat prditical careers — di])lo- 
macy, the Council of State, and tlio Audit OlKcr 
— arc <lonied them by their i(*al or assumed 
opinions. 

The quiet jewellery with which tlic young 
baron Avas adorni‘d, the d<»licacy of his hands and 
feet, and everything in his appearance, from his 
cravat and his collar to the curls in his dark hair, 
and to the turn of his moustache, drawn out 
over a somewhat c()ntem])tuou8 lip, disclosed that 
deep attention to t!io toilet Avhich assumes ilu* 
lengthened leisure of an idle life. But wliat 
preseiwed De Querne from the conimonjilaceiiess 
usual to men Avho arc visibly occupied Avifh (he 
trifles of masculine fashion was a look, in a geucr- 
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ally immnvabU^ fata*, of jx'ciiliar kcM^nneps and 
iinreRt. Tins look, whif^h Avax not at all like that 
of a young man, conlradicfc'd lln* ivTnaimhn- of his 
person to the (^xtenl of iin})artiiig an aj)j)<*{n’an(*t‘ 
of stvangem'ss to one who hxtkixl in this way, 
altliough a desire to eviule ri*niark, and to he 
above all things correct, evidently niHueneed his 
mode of di ess. 

Just as djazel ‘►S(‘eiiu‘d to have remained quite 
young at he.ut, in sjiitt* of tlie failure of 4*<»nstitu« 
tion, so the other, it only in tin* expression of his 
eyes, Avlneli w(‘re very dark ones, iqipeared to 
hav(* uiid(‘igon<" a jin^inatuie aging of soul and 
nitelh'et, in spiK* of the* energy maintained by liis 
physieal inarJiine. The* face was somewhat long 
and somewhat lirowiied, like that of one in whom 
hile would prevail some day, the forehead without 
t\ wrinkh*, tlie imse very refined ; a sliglit dimple 
was imjiresst'd upon the square chui. It would 
liave lieeii impossible to assign any profession or 
(*v(*n occupation to this inaiu and yet tlieio was 
sometliing, siqierior in his nature which seeim‘d 
ineeonf‘ilal)l<* with the emptiness of an absolutely 
idle life, as well, too, as liiu^s oT melancholy about 
the mouth wliieh banished the idea of a life of 
nothing but pleasure. 

Meanuhile he continued t(» smoke with perfect 
calmness, showing every time that he rejected 
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tl](‘ pnioke flinall, closo lower ones beiiij*^ 

Hof in aji iiTe{;'uliU' ia^liion, wliicli in, jn'oplo say, 
a prol)able indication <»t‘ ficT(‘onuss. llt‘ watched 
(/hazel kiss his wife on the temple, while hIw 
lowered her eyelids without venturing to look at 
Aimand ; and yet, had tlie-dark eyes of the young 
man been eiicoiintercd by her own, she would not 
havr snr))iised any trace of sorrow, but aJi ind<»- 
Jinable bh*nding of irony and einiosity. 

Yes,” said Alfred, rejdying thus to the mule 
rejiroach Avln'ch Helens count(*nanee seemed to 
niako to him, it is bad form to love one’s wife in 
public, but Arijjainf will forgive me. . Well, good* 
bye,” he went on, holding out his hand to his 
fiiend, i shall not be away for moie than an 
hour. 1 shall fiinl you here again, shall 1 m>t'f " 
The young H<iron and ]\ladam(‘ Chazel finis le^* 
maiin-d alone. They were silent for a lew minutes, 
both keeping the positions in which Allred had 
left them, she slanding, but this time with her eyes 
raised towards Armand, and the latter answering 
her h»ok with a smile while he contiuueil to wrap 
himself in a cloud of smoke. She breatlii‘d in the 
slight acridity of the smoke, half oiH'iiing her 
fresh lips. The sound of caviiago wheels beeanje 
audible beneath the windows. It was the lolhng 
of the ca)) that was taking (Jliazel away. 

* Helen slowly advanced to the easy chair iu 
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Arniaiul was siHinp:; with a pretty gesture 
Bh(‘ took tlie cigaretttj and tliirw it- into the fiav, 
then knelt l^efure the yming inn)i, encircled his 
head with her arms, and, seeking his lips, kisseil 
liira ; it lonked as though slie wished to destroy 
inimc'diately the painful iniprf*ssion wliieli her hus- 
band’s attitinh* niigld have left on tli»^ nian she 
loved, and i)i a clear tone of voif‘e, the liveliness of 
which dis(*ovi'r(‘d a free expansiveness after a 
lengtlii^nod consfraint, she said: 

‘"How do you do, Ainiand. Are you in love 
witlj nn^ to-day ^ ” 

“And VMursi*!!,'’ ho rpiestioncd, ‘^aro you in love 
with me I " 

lie was (‘aressing tlie hand of the young woman 
wlio lanl thrown h(‘rsclf upon the gi’ound, and 
with her iiead lesting on liei lover’s knees, was 
looking at him in a f(‘Vor of ecstasy. 

“Ah! yon Hiil," sin* returned, “I have no need 
to tell you so to liave you lichove it.’’ 

‘‘N(s” lie icplied, “1 know tliat you h)ve me 
— iniu'li — though not enough to go all lengths 
with tile feeling.” 

Tf»e t(»ne in wliieh he uttered tliis stmteiice was 
marked with an irony wliieli ma<le it palpably an 
epigram. It was an allusion to oft-stated cornplainte. 
Hi len, howev(»r, received the derisive utterance with 
the smile of a Avoman who has her answ<u' ready. 
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‘‘So yon will filways have the same difitmat,'’ 
she said, and althoufj^h she was very happy, as her 
eyes siitlieieutly testified, a shadow of incdaneholy 
passed into those soft eyes when slie added: '•‘So 
you eannut believe m my fecliugs without this lust 
proof?” 

“PrtxdV said Arniand, “yon call that a proof! 
Why the iiiKpialithMl gift of tlie persmi is not a 
proof of love, it is love itself. It is tru(^” lie 
Avent on ivith a more gloomy air, ‘‘so long as yon 
refuse to be entirely mine I shall siispeet — ind yonr 
sincerity, for [ think that you fliink you love me, 
but the truth of this love. Too often people 
imagine that they have feelings which they liav(* 
not. Ah I if you loved me, as yon say, and as you 
think, AVould yini deny me youiself as you d(» ! 
Would you refuse me the meeting that I have 
asked of you more than twenty times? Wliy you 
w*>uld grant it as much for yi)ur own sake as for 
mine.” 

“Arniancl — ” she began thus, then strfpjied, 
blushing. 

She had I’isen and was walking ab<»ut the ro(»m 
without lo<»king at lier lover, her arms ajiart from 
her body with the backs of lier hands laiil on her 
hips, as was usual with her at moments j)f intense 
thought. Since she had begun to love, and had 
acknowledged her feelings to Monsieur de Querue, 
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she was quite aware that she must some day give 
up her beautiful dr(*iiin of an attachment Avhich, 
though forbidden, should I'eniain pure. Yes, she 
knew that she must give her entire self after 
giving her heart, and become thu mistress of the 
man whom she had suffered to say to her: “ I love 
you.” Sh*^* knew it, and she had found strength for 
the prolonging of her resistance to that day, not in 
cixpieti’y — no woman was less capable of speculat- 
ing with a mail’s ungrafitied desiie in order to 
kindle his passion — but in the jiorsistenre of the 
duty-sense within her. 

Where is the married woman who has not 
fondled tliis cliimeva of a reconcilation between 
the infidelity of heart and the faith sworn to her 
husband? The renunciation of the delights of 
com})lete love seems at first to her a sufiicient 
cx})intion. She engages in adultery believing that 
she will not pass beyond a certain limit, and shu 
does in fact keep within it a longer or a shorter 
time according to tho disposition of the man she 
loves. But the inflexible lo^c that govenis life 
resurnes its rights. Soul and body do not separate, 
and love admits of no other law than itself. 

Yes, the fatal hour had struck for Helen, and 
she felt it. How many times dining the last 
fortnight had she had this horrible discussion with 
Armand, who always ended by requiring from hw 
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this last tok(Mi of love? She was Konwible that 
after each of these seeiieM she had been lesKened lu 
the eyes of tliia man. A few more, and he Avould 
lose cuiiiph‘(t‘ly his faith in the feeling which she 
entertaincal l-owards him, a feeling that was ab- 
solute and unreasoned; tl^i* «he loved him, as 
women alone are capable of loving, witli such a 
lo\c as IS almost in the nature of a bewitehinent, 
and is the outcome of an irresistible longing tn 
afford happiness to the person who is thus lovc'd. 
She loved liiin and slie loved to love liiin. Pain in 
those bclovetl eyes was physically intolerable t«» 
hei, and intolerabhi also inistrust, whieli betokened 
the shrinking back of his soul. 

She had taken account of all this, sIk' Iku! 
looked the necessity for her guilt in the face, ainl 
she had resolved to offer herself to Imt ‘‘beloved," 
as in her letters slie always called him, heeausc 
“Iriend’’ was too cold, and the word ‘‘lover 
purpled her heart with shame, — yes, to offei him 
the supreme proof of tenderness that he asked for, 
and Jiow, when on the point of consenting, she was 
impotent. Her will was failing at the last moment. 
Was she going again to begin wdiat she used to 
call, when she thought about it, a hateful contract? 
Ahl why was she not free — ^free, that is, fiom 
duties towards her child, the ouly being whom she 
could not sacrifice to him whom she loved — free to 
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(ifler this man not a clandestiuo intemew but a 
flight together, a complete sacrifice of her entire 
life. . 

All these thoughts came and went in her poor 
head while she herself was walking to and fro in 
m the room. She looked again at her lover. She 
fancied sh<" could see a change come over the 
features ol the countenance she idolised. 

“ Arman d,” she resumed, “do not be sad. I 
consent to all that you wish.” 

'Phese words, which were uttered in tho deep 
voice oi a woman probing to the inmost chamber 
of her heart, ajipeared to astonish the young man 
even more than they moved him. He wrapped 
Helen in his strange gaze. If the poor woman 
Iiad had strength enough to observe him she 
\\'ould not have encountered in those keen eyes 
the divine emotion which atones for the guilt of 
the mistress by the liappiuess of the lover. It was 
just the same gaze, at once contemptuous and in- 
quisitive, with Avhioh he had lately contemplated 
the group toiiued by Alfred and lleleu. But the 
latter was too much confused by what she had 
just said to keep cool enough for observing any- 
thing. 

Then, as she had come back and was crouching 
on Armaud’s knees, and pressing against his breast, 
a fresli expression, that, namely, of almost intoxi- 
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cated desire, was dei>icted on the ynnn^ man’s 
face. He felt close to him the heauly of this 
yielding body, he held in his arms those charming 
shoulders of which he had knowledge from having 
seen them in the hall-room, he drfink in that inde- 
finable aroma, which lingeis about every woman, 
atid he pressed his lips upon those eyelids, which 
he could feel quivering beneath his kiss. 

“ You will at least he hap{-y ? " she asked him in 
a soit of anguish hetween two caresses. 

“ What a question ! Why, you have never 
looked at youiself," he said, and he hegaii to extol 
to her all the oxquisiteiiess of her face. “You 
have never looked at your eyes” — Und ho again 
drew his lips across them — “your i)ink clu'ek” — 
and ho stroked it with his hand — “ your soft hair ” 
— and he inhaled it like a flower — “your sweet 
mouth ” — and he laid his own upon it. 

. What answer could she have given to this woi- 
slii]) of her beauty ? She lent herself to it witli a 
half-frightened smile, surrendering to these endear- 
ments an d to th ese words as t o m usic. Th ey caused 
something so deep and withal so vague to vibrate 
throughout her being that she came forth half 
cruslied from these embraces, like one dead. It 
was not for the first time that she was thus aban- 
doning herself to Armand’s kisses. But no matter 
how sweet, how intfixicating these lasses, which 
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she found it impossible to resist, nhe had on each 
occasion been strong enough to escape from bolder 
caresses. 

No, never, never "would she have consented, 
even if there had, existed no danger of a siirprise 
in this little drinving-room, where the poi-traits 
lit her mother, her Imsbund, and lier son reminded 
her of Avliat she Avas neA'erthelcss leady to sacnfice. 
Ahl not like that! And again at this inomonf, 
Avhen she saw on Annand's face a certain expres- 
sion c)f Avhich she had so deep a dread, she found 
courage to escape, seated herself once more in an- 
other easy chair, and opening and shutting a fan 
wliich she had taken up in her quiA’cring hands, 
replieil : 

“ 1 Avill be yours to-inorrow, if you Avish." 

Armand seemed to rouse himself from the sweep 
of passion in aa'IiicIi he had just been tossing. He 
looked at her, and she again experienced the sen- 
sation which had already caused her so much pain, 
And Avhii"h Avas that of a veil draAvn suddenly be- 
tAveen herself and him. Yet, what could she hav’e 
said to displease him? 8he thought that he was 
AV(»unded by the fact of her shrinking fi’om him, for 
Avas not the uttering of tlie Avords that she had just 
uttered equivalent to paving herself to him before- 
hand, and how could he be vexed Avith her for 
deidring that their happiness might have another 
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setting than that of her every-day life? But he 
had already answered her by the following quos- 
tioii : 

“ Where would you like me to meet you ? At 
iiiy own Jiouse ^ 1 can send away my servant t( 

the whole of the afternoon.’' 

“ Oh, no I ” she replied hastily, “ not at your own 
home.” 

The vision had just come to her that other 
women had visited Armand, those other women 
vyliom a new mistress always duds between herself 
and the man she loves, like the menace of a fatal 
tomparieon, like an anticipated discrediting of her 
own caresses, since love is always similar to itself 
in its outward forme. 

“ At least,” she thought to herself, “ let us meet 
in some other place.” 

“ Would you like me to request one of my 
friends to lend me his rooms ? ” Armand asked. 

She shook her head' as she had done just before. 

She could hear by auticqiation the conversation of 

the two men. She was a Avoman, and hitherto had 
* 

been a virtuouH one. Slie was only too well aware 
that the manner in wliich she regariled her own 
love would have little resemblance to that of the 
unknown friend to whom Ai’mand would apply. 
In her own eyes pas.'^ion sauctided everything, 
even the worst ern»r«; spiritualised everything, 
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even the mf)Bt vehement vohiptuousneRs. But he, 
this stranp^er, wliat would lie see in the affair hut 
an intrigue to afford matter fttr jeHtiug. A shudder 
shook her, and she looked again at Armand. Ah ! 
how her lover’s thoughts would have horrified her 
had she been able to read them. It was very far 
from being De Qiioi-ne’s first affair of the sort, nor 
ditl he believo tliat it was a first act of weakness 
on her part. She had, indeed, tolil him that he 
was her first lover, and it was true. 

But what proof could be given of the truth of 
sueli vows { The young man had himself deceived 
and been deceived too often for distrust not to bo 
the most natui al of his feelings. He had provoked 
this odious discmssiou concerning their place of 
meeting only for the purpose of studying in 
Helen’s replies the traces left by the amorous ex- 
periences through which she had passed, and 
mere curiosity led liini to dwell upf)n a siibject 
Avhich at that moment v/fis stilling the young 
woman with shame. The scruples that she dis- 
played about not yielding to him in her own house 
seemed to him a calculation due to voluptuousness; 
those about not yielding to him at his house, a cal-* 
culation due to prudence. When she refused to 
go to the rooms of a friend : “ She is afraid of my 
confiding in some one,” he said to himself, “ but 
what does she want? ” 
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“ Stippose I furiiisliod a little suite of rooms ! " 
he said. 

She shook her head, though this had been her 
secret dream, but she was afraid that ho would seo 
in her acceptance nothing but a desire to gain 
time, and then — tlio necepsity, if thi'n- raoetiiigs 
occurred always in the same place, of enduring the 
notice of the people of the liousc, the tliought of 
being the veiled lady whose .arrival is wal<‘lied I 
Nevertheless, although such a conlrivaneo also in- 
volved a q^uestion of outlay wliieli liorrificil lier, 
she would liavu consented to it liad she iK>t Iiad 
uuother feeling, the only oin* which, shaking her 
head with its rising fovoi, she uttered aloud. 

“Do not misjudge me, Annan d; rather under- 
stand me. I should like to be loved by you in some 
place of which nothing will ai’lerwards remain. 
What w»)uld become of the rooms you iurnished for 
me if over you ceased to love me ! Wliy, I cannot 
endure the thought of it, oven now. Do not 
wrong me, dear; only understand me.” 

Thus did she speak, laying hare the profoundly 
romabtic side of her nature, as also her heart’s 
secret wound. Although she did not account fully 
to herself for Armand’s character — a character 
fiightful in aridity beneath loving externals, for in 
this man there was an absolute divorce between 
imagination and heart — she perceived only too 



28 


A LOVE GRIME 


clearly that he was iiK^Iined to inisintt^rpret the 
slightest iiidifatioiis. She saw that clistnist was 
spiiJiging up ill him with an almost unhealthy 
sud<ieiHieRs. She had been quite aware that ho 
suspected her, hut she had believ<Ml that this dnul)t 
prneeoded solely from her rolusals to belong to 
him. 

It was on this account tliat she was consenting 
to give him this last jironf. He will doubt no 
longer,” she thought to lu*iholf, and the nnn'e idea 
of this warmed her whole heart. If only he did 
not give a guilty const lucthm to her replies'? She 
rose to go to him, and leaning over the back of his 
arm-chair, encircled his forehead with her hands. 

‘‘All I” she said with a sigh, “if 1 could know 
wliat is g<jing on in here. It is such a little space, 
and it is in this little siiaee that all my liappiiiess 
and my misfortune are contained.” 

*'■ It* you were able to read in it,” the y»)ung man 
replied, “you would see <»nly your own image.” 

“ I shall read in it to-mormw,” she said subtly. 

“To-morrow,” he returned wifli a smile, “but 
what about the place ot* our meeting? 'inhere is 
nothing left but furnished rooms or a hotel.” 

Furnished rooms ! A hotel ! These words made 
Helen shudder. Something of impropriety ap- 
peared ttj her to be comprised iu their syllables 
There was the luring of a cab, with the drivers 
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tTinTiinif>; smilr*; tliero tin* oiitiy into one 
tliurto lioiisi's, wliost* thresholds luive seen the pas- 
sage of so jnany fnrtivt*, tremlniig women ; and, afl 
a setting for Ikt divine passion, lliere were the sur- 
roundings that liad, as it were, witnessed siiuilav 
seenes. Y(‘S, but tliore was also an element ol 
aiionyniitv, of iiupers»)nahtv, of nevrn*- ending 
strangeness. And sine<‘ all was jiollutiou, the 
former of the two all ei natives earned with it the 
h'ast. She was too eerfain of ArmamVs reliiienienl 
to think that In* iniglit take lier to a ]»laee whioh 
he had visited with others. She woul<l have to 
endure personal loathing, but imtliing that would 
t<iuch the veiy essenee of her feeling. It was 
aeeordingly with courageous resolution that she 
rejdied to her lover. 

Will you (lave tune enough to iindthemiu oim 
moiTiing? ” 

“ Yes,” lie sai<l, after a moment’s rc*lh‘otion “ I 
have in my imiid a very coiiveiiient liouse, where 
one of my English friends always used to stay. 
See,” he went on, “between eleven and twelve 
o^clock I will send you some books and a note. I 
will give you the address of the house and the 
number of tlie room, just as though you had asked 
me for the address for one of your country friends. 
Don’t let that prevent you, however, from burning 
the note immediately. You will come at whatever 
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hour you can ;• I will spend the whole afternoon 
waiting for jou, and, if you do not come, I fihall 
not he put out; I shall ihiiik that yon have not 
been able.” 

She listened to him with a mingling of pain and 
enchantment — pain, because it would cost her so 
dear to keep her promise ; and enchantment, be- 
cause all the trouble that h(d took to point out 
these details to her, instead of enlightening her 
conceniiug the man’s heart, appeared to her a sign 
of his love, and their talk proceeded in the quiet 
drawing-room, in front of the expiring fire, until 
the stopping of a caniago at the door announced 
Alfred’s return. 

“Good-bye, my love,” said Helen, taking Ar- 
mand’s hand and kissing it, as she sometimes did 
with sweet coaxing; and she had already begun a 
piece of work when Chazel came in, with a cheery 
“Weill” lie looked at once towards his wife 
with his loyal, honest gaze. 

How well Arraand knew that gaze, one which 
had uiit altered from the days of their childhood, 
when they were both at the Institution Vanaboste, 
whence they followed the courses of study in the 
Lycee Henri TV. I The establishment stood yon- 
der behind the Pantheon, at the corner of the Rue 
du Puits-qni-Parle, nbw the Rue Amyot. Yet it 
w«8 not remorse for deceiving the man whom he 
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Jiad known from quito a child ihat siuhh'rily made 
De (^nernefet'l uncomfortable. It was the thought 
that Helen was deceiving this confiding uatm'c. 
Maseuliiie egotism has such monstrf>us ingenuous- 
ness. A seducer engaged in enticing a woman, 
despises the woman for yielding to him, and for- 
gets to despise himself for seducing her. Mean- 
while Alfred had taken Helen's hands. 

“T have boicd myself conscientiously this even- 
ing; what will you give me in reward?" he asked. 

flow liis familianty hurt her! How willingly 
Would she liave cried to this unsuspecting liusbanil: 

“ Do you not see that I love another? Let me 
go away. I do not Avaut to lie to you any luore." 

Hut two rooms farther off stood a little* bed, be- 

<1 

ijciilh the Avliito uurtaiiis of which slept her hoii, 
iier little IJeiiiy. Why was it that the picture of 
this curly head was sonietliiiig too weak to arrest 
Ixer nu the fatal liigh road to adultery, and y(4 
strong eiuiiigli to prevent her from seeing her pas- 
sion through to the end. She had a glimpse of 
the child while her husband was speaking to her. 
It did not occur to lier to scorn Arinand for having 
gained lier love, although sin* was the wife of his 
iriend. Slie scorned herself for not loving him 
enough, since she did not love the sutterings of 
which he was the cause, and, sustained by the 
thought that she was floing it for him, it was with 
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Rompthi'iipf like a^i impulse of pride thid she hold 
out her forehead to her hushaiid’>s kiss, aud said 
^raei'fnlly : 

“Tliat'sjust like men; they must he paid, and 
ininiediafcly too, for doiug thoii duty.” 



CITAPTER TT. 

It was lialf-past t]e\eii i/clock wh™ Armaml ilt> 
Quonie Wt the house iu the Kue de La Iluehefoii- 
eiiiild, 'riie wind had swept away all the elunds, 
and the sky was filled Avith stars, “ What a heau- 
tiful night!” said Arniand to himseH'; ‘‘1 shall 
walk horae.” It was a long Avay, for he lived in 
the Rue Lineoln, in the upper part of the Chanips- 
Elysees. Here, on the second floor of a wing jiro- 
jecting upon a garden, ho had rooms whieli lie had 
once amused himself with furnishing iu quaint ami 
exquisito fashion with all kinds of old-fashioned 
trifles. But how long had he ceased to spend 
the evening iu this “homo?" 

He was following the pavement of the Rue St.- 
Lazarc, which, after (|uite a narrow and slender 
beginning, suddenly, like a river swelled by 
tributaries, widens after the Place de la 'I’riuitf', 
when it receives, one after the otheiv the flood ol 
passengers and vehicles drifting through the Rue 
de Chateaudun, the line d<,* la Chaussee-d'Antiii, 
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and the Kno de TjdiidreK. Cabs w(-rc plying, 
omnibuses were oliaiiging liorses, the crowd was 
sur|^ing. Sometimes a girl came oiTt from the 
comer of a doorway, and with obscene speech 
accosted the young man, who put her away 
gently with his hand. 

Was it the contrast between the intimacy of the 
little draAving-room and the swarming infamy ot 
the pavement? Armand felt deeply melancholy. 
He could not helii seeing Alfied’s face again in 
thought, with Helen's close beside if. Yet, was he 
jealous? No. Pictures of childhood came back 
to him as tlu'V had done just before, but Avith 
increased precision, shoAA'ing him Chazel dies.scd in 
thounifomi of the “ Vauabosteans ’’ — a small jacket 
similar to that of the Baibistes. I’hey ahvays 
went side by side in the ranks. Pf>or Chazel ! ho 
was not rich. I'he head of the establishment had 
taken him as a found.itioner, Avith a vieAV to 
making a show^-pupil of liiui — a machine for Avin- 
ning prizes in competitions. Hoav many times 
had Armand paid for him at the little Avicket, 
Avhon the porter sold to the pujals sweetmeats, 
fragments of iced chestnuts, cakes, and Parisian 
creams — tablets of chocolate having a thick and 
overeweet litpml inside 1 

They had fjone tiirough all their classes to- 
gether from the fourth up, and had together 
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paHKed through the evil days of the Commune, 
when, on returning both of them from the country, 
after the siege, they found themselves blockaded 
in Paris. Alfred had afterwards entered the Nicole 
Polytechnique. And wheji he came on Wednes- 
days and {Sundays to visit his. old schoolfellow, 
who had already crossed the Seine and begun to 
lead the life of a rich and idle young man, how 
ludicrous he was in his military dress, embarrassed 
by his sword, not knowing how to set his hat 
iqtou his head, and invariably scarred with 
clumsy raj5or-cuts ! 

While Alfred was at the School of Bridges, 
Armaud was travelling. He had gone round the 
world in the society of an amateur. artist. On his 
return he found that his friend was no longer at 
Paris. The letters pas.sing between them became 
rare. Could they have told why'? Armand per- 
haps might. There was only one point left in 
common between Alfred’s life and his own. 
Alfred had married Mademoiselle de Vai\Te. 
They had made a trip to Paris, and Armand well 
remembered how he had been deliciously sur- 
prised by Helen’s distinguished demeanour, when 
he had expected to find her awkward, pretentious, 
and a fright. But at this period he was taken up 
with another woman, little Aline, a mistress of his 
for whom he had cherished the only genuine pas- 
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Bion of which he was capable — painful jealousy 
blended with delirium of the senses. 

Later on, some one had spoken to him of Helen 
Chazel, and told him ugly stories about her. And 
who was it that had done so? Anotlier school- 
fellow — ^big Lucieu Rieumc,.who had been educated 
at the Yauaboste establishment hke Alfred and 
himself — during one of these tcte-u-tHe luncheons 
when an opening of the heart usually accompanies 
that of the oysters between two college companions; 
and Lucien — cordial, indiscreet, intolerable — ^liad 
talked a great deal, pouring out pell-niell whatever 
he knew concerning former friends. Ai*mand could 
again hear him chuckle, leaning forward some- 
Avhat with kindled eye and humid lip : 

“Poor Chazel, he hadn’t a head worth a fig! 
It seems that his wife is tricking him. I heard 
the gentleman’s name: Marades, Tarades — just 
wait a moment — yes, De Varades, an ai-tillcry 
officer. It was the talk of Bourges. He was 
never out of the house.” 

It was an unfortunate trait in Armand's charac- 
ter that he was unable to withstand the tempting 
of mistrust. When evil was asserted to him, he 
preserved an indelible impression of it. He did 
not altogether believe in it, and yet he believed in 
it sufficiently for a suspicion, and a busy suspicion, 
to be planted within liim, \Vlien the Chazels had 
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coirn^ to sottlo in Parifi, ten inonthH previonaly, and 
Armand had begun to interest himself in Helen, 
the scniples of an old friendship might perhaps 
have been stronger than his freak of curiosity if 
big Rieume’s words liad not risen before his re- 
collection. 

“ Really,” he had said to himself, “ it would be 
too foolish,” — a criminal phrase which serves men 
for the justification of many a dastardly action. 
Helen had not been slow in displaying towards 
liim a kind of passion which he had attnlnued to 
the natural exaltation of a provincial. ‘‘ I am the 
first Parisian who has paid her attentions,” he liud 
said again to himself, and as she possessed charm- 
ing gracefulness of gesture, so sweet an expression 
of countenance and such an air of complete refine- 
ment and nobility about her entire personality, 
he had taken a pleasure in completing her educa- 
tion in elegance, thinking to himself that she 
would be a delightful mistress. 

But for many days she had refused really to 
become his mistress, and her resistance had made 
him obstinate. He had become bent upon 
overcoming her, recollecting the officer and telling 
himself that the officer had not been the only one. 
A few skilful conversations with Alfred had taught 
him that at one time Yarades had really been a 
Qonstaut guest at the house ; was he not the same 
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year’s student at the iScolo Polylecliniqueas Alfred 
himself? Armand had lost his th lubts, and hi Helen’s 
refusals to be his, he bad seen nothing but 
coquetry. Now, in this respect like all men who In ild 
the strange ethics of seducers, Queruu considered 
coquetry in a women a justification for the worst 
behaviour. At last the long siege was about to 
issue in the coveted residt. Madame Chazel had 
granted him an appointment for the. following day. 
Twenty-four hours more. au<l he would have a new 
mistress, as desirable and as pretty as those 
whose memory was the most flattering to the 
pride of his recollection. ^Vhy then did he, in- 
stead of being happy, feel so deeply mehuicholy. 
Was it remorse for the treason to his friend? 

His friend? Was Alfred really his friend? Yes, 
that was understood between themselves, as well 
as in the eyes of others. But a friend is a man 
who knows you and whom you know, to whom 
you show your heart and who shows ytm his. 
Wotild he ever bring the tale, of one of his hopes, 
his joys, his sadnessi's, to the calculating machine 
that bore the name of Clia/el? Had the latter 
ever confide<l a secret to him? So much the 
better, too, for the ideas of this worthy schoolboy 
who seemed to look upon life as the prolonga- 
tion of a college task, must be silly enough. It 
was their college life that continued to link them 
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together, and the recollections of their cliildhood. 
Their childhood ? Turning down the Rue Royale 
and arriving at the Champs ^^Slyscts, Armaiid 
suddenly recalled the ranks of Vanaboste’s school, 
on Thursdays, as they walked three and three 
under the superintcndonco of a poor Avrretch of 
an usher wh(t strove to hide himself among the 
groups of people, so as to seem a passer-by like the 
rest and mjt a watoh-dog chargeil with the duty of 
looking after a tloek of ech<iolboys. 

And what a flock it was I The majority had 
})alc comph'Xions and hollow eyes, and displayed 
an enervatc'd exhaustion of tlieir whole being that 
spoke of the excesses to which they gave them- 
selves up. Ilow much ignominy and baseness was 
there in that comnimiity, the eldest members of 
which were nineteen yeais of age and tin* youngest 
eight I Within the walls <)f their prison, as within 
th(‘ walla of th<> givat Lyi'ee to which they duly 
repaired twice a day, the principal things thought 
«>f and talked about Avere the too often degrading 
connections formed between the older boys and 
their junior associates. And of the French youth 
confined Avithin similar colleges, Avhat numbers of 
them had corresjionding Aucious propensities, while 
the rest defiled their imaginations, even if they 
shrunk from the things that Avere Avorse. Among 
these college boys there were, nevertholess, some 
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elevated and cliaste coimexifniR. The peiiisal of a 
certain eclogue of ‘ATi-gil’K, a dialogue <ii Plato'fl, 
and a fewof Shakespeare’s sonnets had excited the 
more liteiaiy of them, and Alfred Chazel, being 
then in the third class, had one day received a 
piece of poetry written by a sixth -form boy, 
beginning with the folloMung astonishing line, which 
had made them laugh like mad creatures : 

“Alfred, niy pale Alfied, iiiy low, my eueet " 

‘‘Ah ! what a horrible, horrible, place I” thought 
the young man, as he recalled tin’s blending of 
turjutude and puerility. 

« Alfred and he had belonged to the small number 
of those who had remninetl untouched by unv 
infection. But to him at least, all the advan- 
tage due to this disgust was that it had led him 
when quite young int(» associating Avith loose 
women, and to his initiation into pleasures that 
conduced to his moral degradation. 

“And these are the youthful rc-ollcctions that I 
should respect,” saul Anuand to himself. “ AVhat 
duty do 1 owe him because avo were galle}’^ slaA'es 
together ? ” 

No, a hundred times no, it was not on Alfred’s 
account that he felt so melancholy as he hastened 
his steps and, tliis time Avith semi-bnitality, re- 
pulsed the love-beggars who accosted him with 
their unvarying phrases. Ah ! he kneAv this uncon- 
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qnomble jnolaiK'lioly only t()(‘ well. Only too 
often luid it visited him, gnawing liiin in the 
diseased poitioii liis heart, fiom the time tliat 
the inccmie uf tliirty thousand francs coming to 
him at his majority had jierniitted him to live 
according to liis fancy; and this fancy had 
immediately taken the direction uf sentimental 
ex][)eii(^nce8. Siieli mclanelioly, shaq) and severe, 
h<‘ laid exp(‘rien(*ed, ev(m whmi ciuile a youth, every 
time that h(‘ had found liimself on the eve of a first 
love-meeting* with a new mistiess, even tliougli she 
had been the most coveted. It was like an anguisli- 
fetriekeii apprehension — a dull, dim agony of soul. 

At first he had fittj*il)uted tins strange pheuome- 
iiou alternately to physical timidity, to remorse at 
his own unwortliiness of the feelings that he might 
inspire, and to hankerings after purity. Now he 
knew the true explanation of these momentary 
Borrows, these keotier crises of th(j great sorrow 
which formed the gloomy background of his hie. 
It was, alasl the more jivesent and pal})able 
certainty of his impotenee to love. At this very 
moment he was asking himself: 

“Am I really in love with Helen? ” 

He gathered and heaped together the whole of 
his inmost sensibility, like a pliysieian seeking 
with his fingers for the painful spot of a diseased 
Umb. But the spot of love, which it would have 
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given him such sw('et pain in meet with, Aniiand 
could not discover. 

“No,” he answered himself witli terrible sad- 
ness, yet courageously — for, ivith all his failings, 
he had energy enough to venture upon self- 
knowledge — “no, 1 am not in I()\e with Helen. 
1 admire her because she is beautiiul ; I have paid 
my addresses tr) lier because I feel bored ; 1 have 
grown obstinate alnmt it because she denied me. 
Pride, sensuality, and romantic twaddle — that’s 
the to]) and bottom of tlie whole afiair. Then 
what is the good of it? What is tlie good? 
Why renew such an intrigue* as that with Madame 
de liugle?” 

And of all those amours into wdiich the grati- 
licatiou of his passions — the fatal vice ot his 
youth — had impelled him, came back into his 
memory, with the monotony of their pleasures, 
the bitteniess of their ruptures, the sickening 
void of their duration. What was the good of 
this one or of that? What was the good a year 
or two ago of amusing himself by winning the 
love of Juliet, governess to the children of a house 
at which he was received? What was the good 
of that comedy played to little Maud, the jiretty 
Englishwoman whom he had met at a watering- 
place? 

“I dreamed of being a man of gallantry — a 
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Don Juan. It looks as thc)U^di fate punishes us 
for the evil dreams of our 3’outh hy bringing tliein 
to pass. I have had intrigues tliat njight flatter 
ray fo<dish vanitj" — and what W}'etchcdneRs !” 

Among all the women whose faces and kisses 
he distinguishe<l in his thought, there was not on<' 
who had made him happj% even for a single da^', 
aTid— strange anomaly" of a distempered heart— 
tliere was not one wIhj liad not in some sort made 
him suffer Tliroiigli what moral disorder did it 
come to j)ass tliat he was devoted to this con- 
tinual inward calamitj^ — to the endurance of all 
the tortun\s of ]ovt‘. the jealousy of tlie present, 
the intolerable loathing for the past, the bitter 
vision of the tn^acheries of the future, and iieviT 
never, aught but pll^^sieal intoxication, without 
that ecstacy of soul which, notwithstanding, 
existed, for he had si^eii with envy the lieavenly 
expression due to it on the countenances of a 
few of his mistresses^ 

One especial!}’’ came liefore him — one wliose 
conquest had not been effected for the flattering 
of his fatuity, for she was Imt a girl was Aline, 
who had died of consumption in tlio autumn of 
1880. He could again see her witli her hollow 
eyes, her delicate cheek, and the blendiug of 
native purity and corruption tliat was in her He 
could see her nursing a little sister wliom she had 
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taken to be wntli her, a child four years of age. 
What affecting kindliuesK in vice, and wliat inno- 
cence in infamy 1 Yes, Aline loved him, although 
she had three or four other lovers at the same 
time as himself. His chief pleasure used to con- 
sist in taking this pretty, mined creature into the 
country to enjoy the childish outbreaks of msti- 
city that prompted her to pick flowers, to listen to 
tlie birds, ti> lean upon his arm, as though she had 
rn'ver exerciR(*d lier hideous profession. 

Wlnat a mysterious thing is memory ! lie was 
on the eve of lu's first assignation with Helen, 
and hi'rc he was growing tender over poor Aline, 
evoking her as she was when he had so often 
sought her in her rooms in the Rue de Moscow ; 
ns she was at certain moments when he had loved 
or nearly loved her — on a summer evening, for 
instance, tvhen she was seated in the stem of a 
boat rowed on the Seine by four oarsmen of their 
acquaintance. Yes, she was seated in a bright 
dress, looking at him over the heads of the youths 
as they alternately stooped and rose. A stillness 
was falling upon the river. A line of orange was 
trailing along the margin of fhe sky. What un- 
speakable emotion had bathed his soul as he was 
sensible of the passing himr, the quivering water, 
the living creature, and the dying light ! 
li« ascended his staircase with these thoughts. 
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Why this fatal incompleteuess iu all his passions? 
Why was he incapable of attaining to that abso- 
lute of tenderness Avhich he conceived, of which 
he had glimpses, towards which ho sprang at 
every new intrigue? And then — ^nothing! xViid 
yet how many chances had been combined for 
him; and while his servant was relieving him ot 
his overcoat, and ho was passing into the drawing- 
room, in Avliich he often read at night before going 
to betl, he mentally enumerated these ehanees : 
a forf.une which enablc'd him to pursue his fancies 
without much need of calculation ; a genuine 
and ancient title ; ability to maintain a position in 
society that pleased him; a robustness of health 
that could not recall a week of sickness; a taste 
for intellectual things just sufficient to ocmipy his 
attention rvithout annoyance, for, absolutely free 
from personal ambition, he had never ceased to ])e 
interested as an amateur by the attracti(»ns of 
literature and art. 

Added to all this, he had an appointment for the 
following day with a chunuing woman wliom he 
desired, and the tire of sense had not been slack- 
ened ivithin him by the excesses of his life. Why, 
then, was it inevitable that the percejition of an 
indefinable insufficiency in liis life should make him 
«o melancholy just at this moment ? He put on a 
lounging jacket, dismissed his servant, and settled 
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Iiiinself btside the fire in his (Ivawiug-room. He 
evoked Heleu with an exactitude of recollec- 
tion which made her preaent to him from her 
mauve Blockings to that little mark which she laid 
there at the right (’onier of her mouth. Well ! he; 
did iu)t love her, and he would never love her. If 
111* had hoped to experience at last, through her, 
that siiju'enio surprise of the heart whicli continu- 
ally eluded him, he might tell himself that this 
hope was abortive like tlu' lest. 

Like the rest! He felt a desire to convince 
himself that it had always been so with him. 
He went and opened a box, in whith were piled 
six or seven note-books of ddleient sizes. Horne 
were made of sheets of school paper. There 
were two of Japanese paper. These note-books 
were journals ol Ins life taken up repeatedly at 
unequal periods. In them he came upon pages 
scrawled on the desk of the study-room at school, 
pages blackened on the sides of boats, in hotel 
rooms, in this very drawing-room. He took up 
these note-books, and !»egan to turn over the 
leaves, finding in them a foiiner ego perfectly 
similar to the pre.sent ego in premature misau- 
thr(>py, sudtlei' and fliietiiig ardours of sensuahty, 
murderous analysis, impotent hankering after un- 
attainable delight, indolent languor and incapacity 
ever iiilly to leel anything, whether real or ideal. 
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The whole had comldued to iiiak(‘ of him a R(H't nf 
child of the ceotury, of the year lys.'?, Imt without 
elefjfv, a NiliiliRt of gallantry and without decla- 
matiou. 

1'he fnllowiug is one of the pieces wliicli hi.s 
eyes, now gloomy and dull, dwelt upon, and 
which would have liroken Helen s heart if, gifted 
with the magic iaeiilty of Si eond sight, she had 
discovered the melancholy torp<^r which even the 
gift of her person, hillo wing upon the gilt of h<*i 
entire soul, was inadequate to disturb. 

‘‘Paris, JAn/ 1S71. 

“TeruMe davs. Vanaboste (‘omes and tells us 
yesterday, at oiio o’cl<jok, that we must got loiidy 
to leave, and that the pripils at Salute Barbe liave 
gone already with thoir head. The Paiitbdun is 
full of powder, and will soon blow up. Since 
morning the finiig had been slowly, slowly dia^v- 
ing nearer — a stiange noise! It was as though 
some one had sliaken millions of nuts over tlie 
town ill a gigantic, cloth. Alfred and I spent the 
morning in the attic watcliing the flames of tin* 
conflagrations writhing against the sky. He was 
quite depressed, and I fiercely gay, with a nervous 
gaiety tliat forced me to the utterance of outrage- 
ous paradoxes — but were they paradoxes? — coii- 
oeruiug the fine theories of our professor of 
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philoeophy last week. 0 vision of fate 1 His last 
lesson turned upon pr«.)gresK ! 

“We are packing up hastily in order to leave, 
when one of the masters comes in in a state of 
teiTor through tho little door opening upon the 
Rue Tournefort, which he bfjlts behind him. lie 
tells us that tho federates would not allow anyone 
to pass their liaiiioades. It was with gieat dilti- 
eulty that he himsell' has been able to return. We 
were a long way from the good-natured National 
Ciuardsinan who said to us on Monday, at the 
doors of tho Lyeee : ‘Shout “Long live the Com- 
mune ! ” boys, and you arc free.” Vanaboste wjis 
as white as my paper when he heard this news. 
Tlie usher hit on tho plan of having .mattresses 
spread over the middle of the courtyard, so that if 
the Pantheon blew up we should fall with less 
violence. We r«.*mained tor about two hours in 
this distress, we pupils foui-teeii in number, the two 
assistant masters, and the head muster, Alfred 
and I, who, by an odd contradiction, were almost 
calm, talking together in a corner. 

“ In spite cif tl^e firing, which was constantly 
drawing nearer, and tho Imllets cracking against 
the walls, perhaps a hundretl paces off, we had 
neither of us a perception of reality; the danger 
appeared to us to be something distant, dim, 
almost abstract. And we were talking — of what I 
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Ofoiii chiininHwl. ‘It litiK a liaj>j»y nuc.*,' Ik* 

Hai«l In ‘ here.’ Fnr once I (*inpti(‘(l my 
heart. J:n liuii, aiid ](‘t him Rce A\liat I tlinii^’ht nt* 
the selii>lasitie liH)aiiar iii Avhieh, (twiiipj to luy 
giianhau'H KelfifiluiesH, 1 hav(‘ l)een n])lii;(‘d tn 
grow uj). Alter all, I prefer even this hagiim tu 

hjH hnllSt‘. 

‘"Tliimigh this useless talking ilie iiiii'g e.m lx* 
lieard <*nming iK'arei. Tln^ Pantheon dm snot Mow 
up. Suddenly a loud shout enm(‘S down ln)ni one 
of ouis«‘I\ es in the n|»})(‘r sloiy, w here, at tin' i i.sk ol 
rceeiMiiga lmlh‘l, he ha<l statimn'd him.'-ell at the 
window. ‘The (’h.tsseuis ai<‘ at tlu' end ol the 
stvc'et." That ^vas tin. most trying nnnin'iii. My 
heart f)eat as though it Avonld hmst, my throat 
Avas ehoking iii tlu' ('Xpeetatnni ol what was going 
to lLa]>pen. Undelined d.ingei had lelt me eahii. 
Exact, biutal, and pieseiit fact aifeeted me uii- 
pkasantly. Sonn* shots are lired <]iiite close, then 
furious suiminmses Avith the butt-ends of guns 
shake the gate. The same iisln*!’ Avho had shown 
his coolness in eunuei\dug the pre<'aiitionaiy mea- 
sure of the mattresses, rushes forward in time' to 
strike up the leA^elled guns of two ehasseiirs, w^ho, 
blackened Avith powder, and Avitli eyos gleaming 
in frenzA", Avould ha-A"(' fired at raiirlom into the 
crowd of us if tlie other h.-id not been there. A 
lieutenant comes up, a little man m yellow boots, 

l> 
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with stvtij) on chin ainl pistol in ti^t Vaiuiboste 
speaks to him, ainl we are savcMl. 

“All this was yesterday, To-flay wc art3» again 
at our studiies, a syinhnl of onr childish life in the 
nii<lst of tliis tumult of action. I turn over the 
leaves of an ohl book of spiritual ])hiInsopIiy with 
the pleasure of contempt, and aftiT reading official 
phrases about Goil, the immortal soul, retiriement of 
manners, moral liberty and innati^ reasmi, I close my 
eyes and see the Square of the PantluVm as it was 
last ni;i,lit : the dead lying with naked feet, because 
their shoes have been stolen ; and with battered 
skulls, because their deaths have just been made sure 
of by blows Irom butt-ends of guns ; the splashes 
of blooil, that feel sticky beiieatli the soles of oui 
liocjts , the flames of the contlagrations in the dis- 
tant sky ; and on the footpath, lying on the same 
straw, and sleeping like weaned brutes, the little 
chasseurs who liave taken the ((uarter. Homo 
homini hqnor Itqn ^ " 

“Dieppe, Jfihf ls7l. 

“ Tho (laughter n‘a(‘uihl(.-s the ni<>th<‘r Slip, is 
only twelve yoars old, and already I cun catch the 
coquetry, the {^lances, the i»ri*niomtion of the 
woman in the presence of the man . and it will end 
as it did with her mother, in a mariiafje of eon- ' 
venience, first acts of thoughtlessness, a first lover, 
then a series of lovers down to some young Baron ^ 
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de tiuerne, whom lliuro wiUVx; an attempt to per- 
«uafle that none was (wer loved hut ho ; and, more 
foolish or more intelligent than myself, he \vill 
perhaps believe it. 

Yes, more intelligent; for in love the great 
thing is to have as much emotion as possible; and 
the real deception is to paralyse one's heait by 
clear-sightedness. WhetluT was it Valmotit in the 
‘Liaisons’ — deai Valmont — or tlie President’s wile 
that was deeeived? She who felt or he who 
calculated? Whether was it Elvire or Don Juan, 
wh<» does not understand that Elvire, seeing that 
she has lieeu able to intoxicate herself Avith love, is 
alone to lie envied, wliile he liimself is hot? I 
know all this, but the inward demon is the 
stronger, and as soon as I begin to pay my ad- 
dresses to a woman I am at pains to piocure all 
such information concerning her as can render me 
incapable of loving her. 

‘‘ At my age, ought I not to write in this book : 
‘ 0 divine fate ! that has caused im^ so speedily to 
light upon the unique, the nh*al woman, the sister- 
soul,’ &c. (It would call for some of (louiiod's 
musJfc). Not exactly, Monsieur de Queriio, but 
rather a lady of experience, who has had live or 
six lovers, who has retained sufficient taste to give 
the title of ‘sentiment’ to what belongs to fair 
and fitting and the most brutal sensation ; a lady 
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of tact, who has give*n h(>i:«elf a {ifood deal of 
troalde to pcrsuiulo you that you have seduced 
her. And tho deuce take luo if 1 am angry with 
her for siich charming hyjioci-iHy ! Besides, what 
is the g(iod of being angry Avitli anyone for any- 
thing? Every human being is a pretentious little 
watch, which, seeing its hands go round, fancies 
that it is itself the cause of tho motum. Foolish- 
nesK and vanity ! There is a delicate ineciiauisin 
inside, and this mechanism has it that Jlladame 

shall be a sentimental prostitute, her diiugJiter 

a future (pK'aji, and 1 a mirthless deham'liec, who 
parch my soul by setting forth all this instead ot 
enjoying what is gi'antcd to me.” 

“Paris, d/io/ 1877. 

“ An evening of folly yesterday and debauchery, 
but debaucliery that was gay and healthy wdiichls 
undoubtedly the truth. Nothing but this remains 
to me that does not leave disgust behind. 

“ I went h) see Duret, the painter, with that sad 

dog Rene W , who first stopped in the Rue de la 

Tour-Auvergue to ask for Marie, a tall brunette. 

“1 have a Marie here,” said tho doorkeeper, 
“but sh»* is a tall blonde, red even,” and in fact at 
a window in the first floor I saw a head of warm, 
golden hair, a dress of clear, bright blue, and a 
nfisde complexion as extravagantly pink as a doll’s. 
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In njy dark honra 1 liavt' liad milficient knowlcMlge 
of the do^radini; and ounfeolatory fascination of 
tlics(‘ ])aintcd clianiis, of tlu^sc* slain Ixslics, of 
these nnj^XMl (‘yes, of all this lyiii^! 

“At Duret’s found Leonie, the model who stood 
to him for his Driilah in th(‘ last Stdon : a somewhat 
weari<Ml fae(‘, Avith a r(‘fined aiid arehcMl nose, eyes 
ot p;l(‘amiiiii^ l)la(‘kneKs, astroi^j^ly maiked ehiii, with 
a sh;j;litly masenline a]>peai‘aiie(‘ m tlu* profile — the 
niaseulim‘ a[»pearanee of th(*atri(*iil Avouicn wlio act 
in lniiies(pi(‘ — and a lone^ eountenanee. But that 
is l»ut the skeleton of the fa(‘e. Th(‘ slight mous- 
tache Avas tinged Avith Mack, th(‘ pat(*li on tin* 
cheek undcMhinMl AAuth idadc, the (‘yes made still 
largtT Avitli black, tin' complexion covered AAnth 
poAvdea*, and tlie poAvder bh^nding AAuth the jiah* 
pink of the blood gave tlu' Avoman an extravagant 
and sophisticated look A\diich Avas e(»ni])leted by the 
bnlliantly nacreous t(a‘th that twinkled Avilh the 
splendour of moist imitation pearls. 

*‘The toilet completed the AA"omaii. She had 
some black, gauzy material round her neck, a hat 
trimmed AAnth gauze and floAV(‘rs, a dress of A^aiie- 
gated and friezed material, with a huge, red rose 
blooming on her h-ft breast. 

She’s a luxurious Avoman,’ said Rene iron- 
ically, and, ind(*cd, Avith the material i S her dress, 
her gauze and her flower, she looked like a 
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croatnre that lived on nothing but superfluity. 1 
paid my addressoR to her, pleaRed her, and <lid not 
leave her houH<‘- until tluK ruoming. 

“0 en(‘hantnient of the KeuKes wh(*ii llie sur- 
charp^e of thought eonirw not to mar pliysieal intoxi- 
cation! 0 enehantment of prostitutes, hihui thus as 
<Hs})eus(TR of ])leaKure free from disqui(‘t of Jieart! 
No {iskiup^ Avlu'llier or how one loves (»r is loved, 
no nieasuriii^ of sensation Avith an ideal type of 
feeling tliat is perceived, and stnven after, and 
tliat n(*ver can be felt! 1 write tlies(* lines, and 
see ! already niy enj(»yment has eva})urated. 1 write 
thes(‘ hues and V(*t wtuild that (»n a solitary terrace 
fronting a landseapt' of tn*es and waters a wtanan 
might appear liaAung the eyes of Avhieh I long 
luive (lH‘anied — eyes wliieli I know without having 
over met tlieni — and might swi'ar to me tliat this 
life lias been notliing but an evil dream ! And she 
should tt^ll m<" e//, an<l !>'■ that all be made the 
dearer to me; — and then 1 should love! ” 

“ Paris, Jane 1879. 

“LuTK'heons and dinners; dinners and lun- 
eheous- Assignations and evening parties. Ah!^ 
hoAv empty my life is ! I do notliing tliat 1 like ; 
nothing; for 1 like nothing. 

presenee of the living creature, nothing at 
h^’t but pity for him 'vvho suffers, if he does 
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siifler — wlio 'Will siiiirr since lie endures the o^i] ol' 
exist.enct» 

“][ death, iiK^vitiihle death, were neither physi- 
cally painful in the passage thither from life, nor 
terrible in its sequel to our imagining, ah! how 1 
would seek that which has pronipte<l thoughts to 
mar my life ' 

“ We live on — and why ^ W(‘ think — nnd why '<? 

Wliy l)etwei‘n two glasses of delicate wine and 

amid naked shoulders <loes then^ come to me 
* 

coasi'lcssl}' at talilo tlu* inm^e of tho ^ravt*, and the 
iiisolulik* (iiifstion conc«‘viiin;f tin* meaning of this 
deadly farce of nature, and the world, anti life ^ 

“ I muse on the .sweets of luntual ]o\ e, an absurd 
dream that civili.sation grafts upon the simple need 
of coupling. Ah * for a simple passion tliat might 
apply luy entire sensibility to fuiother being, like 
wet paper against a •window-pane. 

“And all this deelaiuatory ])hilt)S(»phy ilue, to the 
fact that yesterday I saw lladame de Rugle again 
at tlie Th(*atre Fraiicai-s, and that the sight did not 
move me one whit. What < lues logic say ^ That a 
man sliould not force himself to tenderness when hi.s 
lack of feeling is self-admitted, hut turn on his heel, 
whistling that polonaise of Chdpin’s which she 
used to play to me sometimes in the evening with 
so mucli intention and .sentimentality. And of that' 
passion this is all that is left.” 
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V Mils, Jmniitnt 

“T nni .‘uvnn'tliat Ihavi* Ikmmum'' linvj‘]!)ly, 1i<‘rc(*ly 
and the rxtein.d inanil'eKtatKnis (»i‘ tins 
(‘{»‘oisin are now i>Heiisiv(‘ to me, w]K‘ieas formerly 
1 used to siirreiid<*r mys(drto it witliont sernple, at 
a time, IioAvever, wlnm I was of mon^ woilh tlain I 
am now l>y reas«m ot' tin* duMin Unit I eln'iisluMl 
efineernin^ mysell. 

“ [Mnlo.soi»lnsin^ tnitldidly alamt om^solf is as 
^reat Ji reind’ as the vomitmi}^ of hih'. J Ionic foi 
tlu^ liistory of my temj)eiMnient from tin* <fays ot 
my idnldhood. I s(m* that my ima.i;mation lias 
been excessive, destroyinjLj: my scnsihdity by liiis- 
iTipj a fori‘-fjisliiomMl ideii lM‘twe(‘ii mysi‘lf and 
ri'alily. *1 ox}»eeted to feel in a eeitain way — and 
^leii, I never did h<». This samt‘ imayirnition, 
diiikemal by my nnele's Inirsh tieatment, Inis 
tiirmal also to mistiu.st. 1 have silways dn'iided 
every i*reatm e. ^Jdie loss of my father and mother 
prevented tlie correetion of this eai'ly fault. Col- 
lege life and modern literatuie sfiiiniHl my thouglit 
before I had lived. The same literature sepaiafed 
me fromrelighm at iifteeu. Impi(‘ty, to my sljauu‘, 
acted like refinement to sediiei* me I Tin* mas- 
sacres of tlie Commune showed me tlie trm* nature 
of man, and the intrigues of the ensuing years the 
true nature of politics, I longed to link myself to 
some ^'cat idea — but to which? When quite 
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yomij? I had nK*aRnred Hio wrct(‘h(^dnefiH of an 
artist'n existj ncr. luuHt bo or fai 

bettor l(‘avo it aliuio. 'l\» rmik as liltiolli aiaoM;^ 
writers or iiiosioiaiiH — thank you, no. My fortuiu* 
exoinptod iiio from the noo(‘Ssily of a profossion. 
Eiib‘i a Ooiinoi] of State for foroif^n atfairs, or a 
publio otH(*c‘ — and wliy { Tlion^ are tnily tort many 
ollioials ahi'Mily. (iot marri(‘d f 1'lio tlioiiglit of 
oljaimn^ down m\ lil{‘ never tomj)tod nn^. I should 

have dune llio sane* as 15 wlio, on tla‘ day of 

Ill’s woddiiji;', look tiain to loiiirn no moio. 

'riioii what { Notliin^'. I liavt* not (Wen ^rowii 
old of hcait; I am al>nrliv(‘. My sonhmoutal 
adv(‘ntur(‘s, whioh have been juirsuial m s[)ite ot 
everythin^’, for wonion are (‘Veii yid. wliat is least 
inditfercut to me, hav(% alas, eonvineoMl me that 
tliere are no kisses that do not ’ resembh* those* 
already ^mv(*ii and U‘eeived. It is all so short, 
and su[>ei’lieial, and vain. Ilow despeiate* 1 slundd 
be remlereel by the iheJii^hts of inyselt — of that 
self which I shall never la* al)h* completely to 
renounce — diil I oftmi indulge in them! Wliat 
els(j but the damnation of the mystics is /ton- 
lover^ 

Such were a tew of the jaiges among many 
(others, and tin* abominable iimiKJgraph of a secret 
diiiease of soul was continued in hundreds of 
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similar confidences. simply the date was 

written, together Avith Iavo or three tacts: Rode, 
paid visits, Avent to the elnh, the theatre in the 
evening, or a party, or ball, and th<m came a 
single AV(»rd like a refrain — SpIep)L At the begin- 
ning of the last of these notc*-})ookH, Arniand, 
Avlieii he had closed it, could nsad a list of all Ihe 
years of his life since 18h(), and after <‘aoh date* he 
had scraAAded — Torture^ and at the end, thi*se 
AA’^ords : 

‘‘I did not ask for life. If I have committed 
faults, fngliful ones, too, I have also kiioAvn suffer- 
ings such as, si‘t OA^ei against the otheis, might 
say to the mconceiA^able PoAver that has created 
and that sustains me, if such a PoAver possess a 
heart : ‘ Have pity upon me ! ’ ” 

The young man thrust aAvay Avith his hand the 
heap i»f papers wherein he encountered so faithful 
an image of his present moral aridity, SloAvly he 
began to walk about the room. EA-ervAvhere in 
it he recognised the same tokens of his iiiAvard 
nihilism. The Ioav bookcase contained but those 
feAV books Avhich he still liked novels of Avitlier- 
iug analysis — “Dangerous Liaisons/* “Adolphus,” 
“Affinities” — moralists of keen and self-centred 
misanthropy, and memoirs. The photographs scat- 
tered OA-er the Avails reminded him of his travels — 
those useless travels during which he had failed 
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to b<‘"nilo his wonriness. On tho chiinncy-piof(>, 
bcfwi’t'n thi* liken esses (tf two ileail frieiuls, Ik* 
kejtf an <*nif>niutic poiirait, rejiiesentinf^ two 
women, with the hearl of the om* restinp^ upon 
tin* shonhler of the other. It was the preseiil, 
life-like rcnii'iiibrance of a tem'bh* story ^ — the 
story of the bittisreat faithl<‘ssn(*SH he had over 
endured. lb* had been eynieal or artificial enoiijU’li 
to hint’ll oviT it formerly with the two heroines, 
but be had laiif^hed with death in bis heart. 

At the sif:;^lit of all these* objects yntnessing 
to the manner of his life, he was so completely 
sensible of his emotional wretchedness .that he 
wrung his hands, saying quite aloud: “What a 
life I Good God I what a life!” It was owing 
to expeiionces such as these that his lijis and eyes 
preserved that exprc'ssion of silent melancholy to 
which ho had perhaps owed Helen’s love. It is 
their pity that leads to the <*apture of the noblest 
women. But these crises did not last long with 
Armand. In his case muscles were strongei than 
nerves. He took up his journals, and threw them, 
rather than put them, away in the box. 

“ That’s a rational sort f»f occupation,’ he 
thought to himself, “for the night before an 
a^gnation,” 

Immediately, his thoughts turned again to 
Helen. The charming air of distinction that she 
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priRHesPod returned to liifi rccolleetion, and sud- 
denly softened him to an extraordinary degree. 

“ Why have I (udc^red into her life/' he said, 
“ since I do not love her? For eleven little months 
she did* not know me, and slie was at peace. 
'riicre^AVonld still he time enough to act the part 
of an honest man." 

lie was s(nzed by the hmiptation to do what he 
had done onee already — in renounee, before any 
nrevoeahic step laid been taken, an intrigue in 
wliich he ran the risk of taking another's ht^arf 
wutluait ffiving his own in return. 

VevhapH s\ie loves me," he said to himsetf ; and’ 
he sat down al his talde, and even gotretuly a sheet 
of papiT in order to write to her. Then, leaning 
back in his easy chair, he retlocted. The recol- 
lection of Varades suddenly Imset him, as also of 
the serenity with which Helen luul deceived her 
husl)and that evening. Innocent child/’ he said 
aloud, speaking to himself, “if it were not I, it 
would be someone else. When a fast woman 
meets with a libertine, they form a pair.” 

He began to laugh in a nervous fashion, and 
recalled the boundless contempt with whicli he 
had foimerly beoii covered by the lady whom his 
scruples had led him to give up. She was the 
only enemy that he had kept among all the women 
vrith whom he had ha<l to do. The clock struck. 
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“ Two o’clock,” he said, “ and I have to get up 

early in order to visit worthy Madame Palmyre, 

and reserve one of her little suites, ae in Madame 

do Kugle’s days. I shall be tired. Monsieur de 

Varades will he missed.” * 

Half-an-hour later he was ii> bed, and, head on 

arm, sleeping that infantine sleep which, in spite 

of his life, had still been left tt) him. So he was 

represented in a drawing by his father, which hung 

on one ot the wjills of his bed-room. Ah 1 if the 

♦ 

dead ones, whose son he was, had been able to see 
him, would tliey have condemned him '/ Would 
they liiave pitied him '{ 



CHAPTER IIL 

It wan about LaH'-iiast ten in the moniing when 
Mudauie Chazcl reci'ived a Kinall packet from the 
Baron de Qiierne. It contained two books — two 
new novels — and a letter, the last beinp,' siniilar 
to all those tliat a man of the world may wyite to 
a woman with whom he is on friendly terms. But 
the postscript pressed as with a hand upon her 
heaif. It ran as follows : 

“If your country friend decides to come to 
Paris, the best furnished apartments that I have 
seen are at 16 , Rue de Stockholm. They are on 
the second floor, to the right.” 

Yes, Helen was seized with inward trepidation 
on, reading these simple lines. In proportion as 
her action drew closer to her — the action that 
Would for ever separate her future and her past — 
the fever which had been preying upon her since 
the previous evening had increased still more. 
She had just left her bath, and, u^apped in a 
dteSsing-gown of pure white, was crouched -on a.- 
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low chair beside the fire, her naked feet in sliiipi'vs, 
her form uiicoustiaiTied by the lli'Xible niatm-ial, 
and her hair rolled in a {^reat twist about her neck. 
She shiveiod in her wool-lined robe, and, with 
Annand’s letter in her fingers, gazed now at the 
paper, the mere touch of wliiqh overwhelmed her, 
and now around the room — a refuge which she 
preferred even to the little drawing-room, as 
enabling her to retire into a domain that "Wiis all 
her own. 

She had lieeu so pleased at the time of their 
settling in Paris to obtain this room all to heisclf ! 
She had during so many nights known the torture 
of sleej ling beside a man whom she did not lovo, 
and if sleeping side by side, almost breath to breath, 
forms the delight of blissful passion, physical 
aversion, on the other baud, is augmented by 
such intimacy, until it becomes a species of animal 
hatred. Alfred’s movements, the sound of his 
breathing, the mere existence of his person, angered 
her and hurt her, in the hours that she spent 
thus beside him, when silence hung heavy upon 
their rest, and she lay aw'ake quivering and in 
revolt. When requesting this separation of rooms 
she certainly had not foreseen that tlie solitude of 
her couch would one day avail her as a weapon 
against material pavtition, that terrible ransom for 
adultery which piiidcut women accept as a -secu- 
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rity. It is a rare thing ftir tluisc who <lec‘(.*ivi.- their 
hiishunds to sleep a^iart from them. Tlnw wouhl 
rather not have to carry with them to their lover 
the anxiety due to a watchfulness hut little recon- 
cilable with complete pleasure. 

But Helen was not capable of such calculations. 
The most charming trait in her character was a 
spontaneity that might draw her into vi-ry gieat 
perils, but that at least always jireserved her fiom 
a foulness Avliich is more degrading than any- 
thing else — ix’tlection in the midst <if erior. At 
this very moment, as sin* sat crouching iipmi her 
low chair, she did not think about the consi*- 
quences of her approaching action, nor did she 
re.iVson — sh(‘ felt. The presence of Arman d's letter 
caused her to be visited with excessive emotion. 
She scarcely so much Jis listened to the noise that 
her little boy made in playing beside her bed. 
The child was shaking his flaxen ringlets, and 
.shouting and nmning about. H** ha<l set two 
chairs beside each other, and was (jreeping be- 
tween them, pretending that he was a railway 
traiifpassing through a tunnel. 

Since she had been in love Avith Arnmnd, Helen, 
had experienced strange feelings of sadness in tlie 
presence of her little Henry, and she had re- 
proached herself for them as toy a lack of temlev- 
nesS} attributing them to remorse. In reality, her 
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HOiTOW was tn tlie (liseovcrv in lier son of an 
astonisliin^' likt^ncss to her hnHl)aii(l. I^ven in his 
games tin* elnid n -called tlie convcisation of the 
father, who luiiii principle gave him for books 
hotliing* l)ut seientitic works, and then he had Alfred 
('’hazel's (-yes and his awkwardness in using his 
hands, aJfd had only his motlna^'s mouth and fore- 
head. She s})oiled him all the more f(*r her con- 
seioiisne.^s of wliat. she liad taken Irom liim to give 
to ai}other ! Tlie child continued to J^lay, looking 
smnetimes towards his mother. Tlie latter, at one 
moment, Jieaving a deep sigh, (-rumplc^d up the 
paper that shf‘ held in her hand, and Hung it into 
the fire. 

The note had grown intoleraljle to her. She 
told herself, indeed, that it was more prudent on 
her h)V(‘r's part to wiite to her in this tone o^’ 
foj’jiial politeiM^ss, but it was such prudence as 
fn-ezes, and in Helen's j:hen unnerved eoinlition 
she had need of a letter whose eveiy phrase actsr 
upon the reader's heart like invisible and caressing 
lips. The crumpled paper, letter and envelope to- 
gether, rolled into tlie fire, and the child left the 
two eliairs witli wliich he was playing to come t(? 
his initlher’s side and watc^h it burn. 

‘’•Whaf are y(ju looking at there, darling*?” 
Helen said to him. 

At the nuns, mamma,” he i eplicd. So he called 
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the himinous dots that run across tlio black surface 
of pnjw consunwd br tire, Thofie <lots were in 
his ey(^N nims distractedly travci-siiii;’ their burnt 
cloister. ‘‘How they Inivry," h(* said; “ lanv 
IViji:;ht.cued they are! Oil! that luie, mamma, lo<jk 
at that one ! Tin* convent is falling d(»\vii. They 
are all dead.'* 

Madame ('"hazel felt hciself incapable of endur- 
ing this meninient. The wlndc odious nature of 
her moral sitnatio]! had just been rendered palpable 
to her by a petty, iiisi^nitieant lact, that of her 
son niakiiip^ a jilavthinji; oi the ]ett(‘r in which her 
lover made an appointment with her for their fiist 
seCTct meeting*. She wtaild Jmve been so ^'lad to 
have held her home lift‘, the anaternal oblii>;ationH 
of which she would fuUil to tlie utmost, distinct 
fmiu the other, from that life of })asHioii ui>on Avhich 
she was emtering, carried away by something 
stronger than her reason, eK)metbing so obscure to 
hei-self and yet so real. Was this distinction, then, 
altogether imp(»ssible, seeing that on tlie very first 
day^all that she would have wished apart were . 
being blended together? 

“(Jo and play with Mictte,’’ she said to her son, 

“ I have A slight lieadache.*' 

Mictte was the little boy s nurse. A lady’s maid, 
a c<itok, and a man-servant conipleted ihu 
of the hoiishold, Miotte, who had come from tile ? 
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country' with her empIoyei-R, liad taken care of 
Henry from liis (‘urliest infancy. At niglit, to Rcnd 
him to sleep, she used to sin^ canticles to him, one 
especially of which delighted and territied him: 

“Come, <1ivinc Mestiiah.” 

“ What, is MeHsiali ” ho wi>ul<l ask his nurse. 

“He is Antidnist,” she used to reply. 

“ Wlien will He come ! " asked the child. 

“ At the on<l of the world.” 

“ In how many years ? ” 

“ Seven,’" said the nurse. 

“TJien I shall he twelve* years old,” Henry 
would calculate. 

This astonishing prediction had so stnick him 
the night before, that at tlie meie mention of his 
nurse’s name, he begiui to tell it to his mother. 
At any other timo this confidence woiihl have 
amused her, but while speaking he had in his 
bright grey eyes a look that the young woman 
knew only too well. 

“Don’t be frightened,” she said, “for you are 
good, and go and play.” 

The little boy cast a glance at the fire where the 
black ivsidue alone marked the site of the burnt 
convent; at the chairs whose backs were no 
’ longer the walls of a deep tunnel ; at his mother, 

to know whether ho might not remain. Uncoii-. 

' t 



moiiBly he was afl’wfct] bv the sadnoRs over- 
spreading her fact'. By one of tliose ahnost 
animal intuitions peculiar to extremely sensitive 
' ehildreu, ho discerned that his pivsence -was vexing 
to his mother. Ho kissed her hand, and then 
siiddenly burst into tears. 

‘"What is the matter, my angel, what is the 
matter?” said Helen, pressing him in lier arms and 
coveiing him with kisses. 

“ I thought you Averc angry with me,” he said. 
'I'lien, warmed by lier caresses, he said: “I am 
going, mamma; I Avill be goorL” 

“ Have children ju'eseutimeuts? Ilelt'u asked of 
herself Avhou she Avas left alone. “One would 
think he were conscious that something unusual 
is taking place.” And with her elbows on her 
knees and her ehin resting upon her closed hands, 
she relapsed into the state of fever that had kept 
her awake the Avhole night. The nacreous bruise 
that encircled hei eyes too clearly revealed this 
sleeplessness. On rising, she had looked at herself 
in the glass, and said to herself : 

“ I am not pretty — I shall not please him.” 

What had been prejdng upon her had been 
neither prudish reasoning nor moral reflection. It 
was a sort of ardent langour. She could see 
Armand in her thought, and as it were a Avave of 
blood> but having greater heat, surged to her 
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heart, her tliroat choked a little, and her will 
tottered. It wns not only her tii-nt intriguo, in the 
sense in whieJi the world Tiuderstaiids the term, 
hut it was her first love. Helen Chazel, while still 
Miidoiiioiselle de Vaivre, had endured one of the 
jiiohI painlul trials that can weifi^h upon youth. She 
had heeii ])prRe<‘uted by a step-mother who hated 
hei, wliilt* helieviu;jf that she was only bringing 
her u]i well and eorreeling her. The De Vaivres 
lived in a kind of chateau, four miles trom llourges, 
and tins had been a prison to the young girl. The 
father, a weak man, who cherished an iuuoceiit 
mania for an arelneologicul collection, patiently 
and complacently gathered together, had never 
suspected the mute drama played between step- 
mother and step-daughter for twelve years. 

Madame de Vaivre loved her husband, and, 
without herself comprehending as much, was 
jealous of the dead wifo, that first wife whose 
grace she saw renewed in the features of the child, 
in her smiles <ind in her gestures. Nothing is so 
dangerous as an e^dl feehng of the existence of 
winch we are not quite aware. To gratify it we 
discover all kinds of excuses which enable*, us to 
feed our hatred without losing our self-esteem. 
It was thus that Madame de Vaivre, having taken 
Helen’s education in hand, made every lesson and 
evoiy admonition a means for tortm’e. 
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This WDiiiaii, pretty and refined, but unfeeling, 
very solicitous about propriety in' cons(»quence 
of the leugtlvened sojoiirnings at Paris with her 
father, who had been an official deputy under the 
July monarchy, was withal miiiut(‘Iy devout, and 
instinctively unkind, like all persons who are 
accustomed never to admit the just sensibilities of 
otliers. When Alfred (liazel luid come to be 

f 

iiitimatt' with llonweui do Vtiivre, owiiiy to thoir 
common tJiHte tor oxciivatioiiH and antitjniticK, kHl* 
had with joy perceived that he was falling in lov’e 
Avith Helen. It aftordod Jior a secret pleasuro to 
marry her Htep-daiighter to a man who had no 
fortune, and, the dowry being very small, to 
(jondemn her for yeara to a middling existence. 
Death, which takes as little account of our evil 
calculations as of our great intentions, had taken 
in hand to render abortive this woman’s hateful 
anticipation, through which pi»or Helen had seen no 
mure clearly than Monsieur de Vaivre himself. 

All that the yoimg girl undei stood ou the day 
that Chazel asked her in maiTiago was that she 
would be free from her step-mother's tyrauuy. 
She had a plain perception of tlmt from which 
she WEIS escaping. As to marriage and its phy- 
rioal realities, what could she have known of 

f 

.them^l Thus, on leaving the church, she found 
herself in a moral situation that was full of peril. 



A LOVE CRIME. 


71 


Her cliiMhood, spent, ns it liad l)ef‘n, bcneaili 
eontiiiual opprc'ssion, had to an excessive dofrveo 
dev(*l(»pt'd within her a taster for the ixnnantic — a 
poAV'or, that is, of fashi<minp; beforehand an image 
('f life Avitli which tlio reality is snhsecpieiitly com- 
paied. Through her joy at diliveiance, her future 
maniige showed to \wy like a paradisi* of d* light. 

Misfortuiii* had it thalAlfied (Jhazd should he 
on(‘ <if those imai who, with all kindness, all 
deheaev even, at th(‘ bottom ol‘ tlnar heaits, an* 
fc»r <‘V(‘r ignorant. <»!' a woman's nature, 'flu* eon- 
summation of the maiTiag<‘ was to H<‘l(‘n some- 
thing as Initeful as it had been unexpected — lik(‘ 
a tribute' paid to clumsy brutality. Tlie result 
was that she received her husband’s emhiarmeiits 
with a repugnance that was impeidectly djsscnnbled, 
and that added to tlie timidity of a man alrc^ady 
timid by natuie and a^vkwaidly imjiassioned, as 
those who have not slackened the initial ardour 
of their youth in fa<*ile intrigues often are. Allred 
was secretly afraid of showing his tenderness t(j 
his Avife, ami lie eoneealed from liev tin* intensity 
of a love that would perhaps have touched her 
had she been able to perceive it. 

Moral divorce betAveen husband and Avife has 
nearly alAA^ays physiological divorce for its first 
iind hidden cause. If community in volnptous- 
ness is the must p )A\mrtul agent for tlie tiisioii oi 
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temperaments, the toi hiring possession of a 
woman by a man feniains the certain origin of 
unconquerable antipathy. It came to pass in the 
Chazel household, as in all similar households, • 
that this first antipathy was heightened from Aveek 
to Aveek by reason ot the fact that tivo bilngs, 
condemned to Ino side l>y side, nneeasmgly 
afford each other grounds for more love or gronter 
hati'ed, I'o not all the petty eA-ents of life render 
llieiii ev'eiy minute more present to each other? 
The di\'ergence in tastes, ideas, and habits that 
parted Alfred from Ilelon, Avonld have pnodded 
tho latter, had she loA'ed her husband, Avith pro-* 
texts for a loA’ing education. Not loving him, she 
found in them only reasons for separating from 
him still more. 

Alfred Chazel Avas in fact a sou of the people, 
and in spite of the intellectual refinement of two 
generations, his peasant origin showed itself again 
in him in cluniainess of gesture and attitude. He 
was not ATilgar, and at the same time he was 
lacking in manner. Helen, on the contrary, came 
of a’ noble family, and her step-mother’s continual 
superintendence had developed to an extreme in 
her a sense of detailed particularity concerning hf 
person and everything about her. Her hiisband'fe,^ 
memner of eating shocked lier; his manner 6f 
going and coming and sitting doAvn — a certain 
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slowness in grasping all that constitutcil tin* 
material side of life. When it was nef'dlhl to 
aeconiplisli a rapid and preoiso movejnent, duiing 
a walk, or at table, or in a shop, he would pans,.* 
fur a moment, with lips sliglitly gaping, and witli 
a startled dem(‘anour, like a- peasant passing 
tlirougli a termmns m a largt* town. 

Allied, mortovm', was tond ot saying that 
was an a)»sen1 man, and that the (‘xba’iial wt>rld had 
no i'xislenee for him; and it was tine, for two 
influenees laid eontubutiMl to uproot him 1‘iom the 
said external world — the sudden transiti»ni of liis 
family from one soeial elass into aimtlier, and the 
nature ol his mathematical studies, Ilis Avife liad 
never been able to ensure that the eovd of his eye- 
glass should nut lie broken, and then knotted in 
several places, that the collar of his overcoat 
should be kept down, bis silk hat brushed, and 
his cravat properly tied. The carelessness eharac- 
tenstic of men of thought Avas Ausilile in his (mtin* 
person. 

Helen wouhl hav(‘ blushed AAUtli iiuligiiati(m and 
shanie Imd she been told of the pait played by 
these trifles in her conjugAil uveision. But is not 
the life of the heart, ]ikt‘ pliysieal life, a summing 
of the infinitely little? Mtweuver, lliese minute 
facts, \\diieli fprnied a mass in tlieii totality, syui- 

tf 

bolisod an essential i 2 :ri)nncl for disaociatioii between 
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the hufiband aud wife, namely, the absolute distinC'* 
tiou between the minds of both. Helen’s iiistniction 
had not been of a very soliil kind; she had not lieeu 
fortified by that sum of positive learning whicli 
alone is able to balance intense development of 
thought. Thus, all her reading as a girl and as a 
young woiniiii had been directed towards tliose 
woiks ol imagination for Avhicli Alfred professed 
the imioeeiit eoiiteinpt of a siiientisr wIkphc literarv 
enlture is almost non-existent. It ajipeared extia- 
ordinary to him, and he used ingenuously to say 
, BO, that ill an ago of cheniistvy, steam, and elec- 
tricity, intelligent beings should occupy thenisolves 
with tho composition of such trash. Ilcnco, in 
coiivorsatiou, husband aud wife had not a single 
opinion in coiniuon. Alfred was quite sensible 
that an abyss, groAving constantly more impass- 
able, Avas yaAvning betAveen Helen and hirnself, 
and he was painml by it, bui. in the way that ho 
Avould have been pained by an ineomprehensiblo 

misfoi-tune. 

“ What does she Avant to make her hapjiy t ” he 
would ask himself, and then he Avould in thought 
.draw up a list of the conditions for happiness that 
were realised about his wife : “ We have money, 
aud a dear child ; she Avished to liAm in Paris, and 
^ere.Ave are; I giA'e her every freedom; I have 
thd most absolute coufideucc in her: I do her 
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biOBcmr by ray position ; everything Hmiles upon us 
and flatters us — and she is not happy I ” 

No, Helen had not been happy, and on the 
morning of this winter day, which was to prove to 
her a date that could never be forgotten, slie felt, 
her wh(»lo niclanelioly past surging back upon her. 
A thousand scenes allowed theniselves, and she 
discenied that thnvugh them all she had lieon ad* 
vancing towards tin* hour at which, as she bclu'ved, 
h(‘v true life Avould begin. Often at Bourges, wliile 
walking with her husband along the Seraueoui*t 
proHieiiade, she had asked herself whether she 
fih</uld ever, ever be acquainted with Iiui)pinesR, 
with the warm radiancy within her of a light tliat 
might illumine the cold darkness in which she lan- 
guished. Her husband conversed with her about 
hie plans, his college life, and his corapanit>ns, with 
the calmiu'ss which he displayed in all matters, 
holding it a prineijile that a man should look at 
lite CD its good side, should be submissive, and 
accept. 

These talks piostrated her with saduess. She 
Kighed vaguely after an inlinitude of emotion 
’which she conceived to be possible, and tJie 
/toiens, the reflection of winch she discovered 
'in a few phrases in the novels of her reading 
,^Whdn they treated (»f love. Of all the emotions 
.of life this was the only one with which she 
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was imacquaintoil. Sho liad been a daughter, 
and had loved her father, but her aiieetion had 
b('en cruelly deceived. 8he had been a aister, 
brit htlle Adele, Mouaiour de Vai\Te’s daughter 
by hie second man iage, resembled her mother, and 
Ihdeti had never been able to l>ecome unreservedly 
attaclu'd to her. vShe had had fiiends, but it had 
ahvays seemed to her that these fiiends did not 
feel as she did, and she had never ventured to 
speak to them of what touched h(*r most closely, 

(»t what was dearest to her heart. Slie would 
have been pious had not the sight of hei- step- 
mother’s piety given her an aversion to religious 
practices which, as she saw only too clearly, might 
be made a justification for the w'oist egotism. 
She was a mother, and she loved her son; but, 
as formerly, in the ease of her little sister, a 
resemblance checked her in her feeling. Little 
Henry recalled Alfred too much at eertain moments. 
Then it was, Avhen she had fathomed the bank- 
ruptcy of her first yiiutb, that her imagination 
pictured to her the dawn of a rejiaiative f<>eliug} 
and what could this nnsleiious feeling be if it 
were n(d. that one witli which she was imao- 
quainted, and the sweetness, powder and happiness ,' 
of which Were celebrated by all ? ’ 

“But DO,’’ sIkj said to herself, “it is a crime to. <4 
love when one is not free.” 
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Then kIio nu'iilh-d cnnversjitioiis lioard on hw 
friends’ “<lays" at Bour^’os, an<l tlie manner in wliich 
peo[)l(' spok(* (»f a <loi‘tors wifo who laid eloped 
Avith a yoiin^ (/onseiller dt* Pivfrctiire. And then 
sfie met Avitli im‘n who had so little reseinhlaiKie to 
the iinajL;'e that she liad formed of him whom sln‘ 
mi^'lit liave loved! She* reinKMiiluTed the painful 
surprise whii'li had been caused lior l>y that very 
Monsieur de Vara»l<‘s, of wlaim De (Jiktik* had 
heard. She had litdievedin the jL?(‘nuinen<*ss of Ins 
sympathy. He came to see lier. Thvy usi'd to liave 
a little music to^ctlui*. I'hen, had 1 m‘ not (»flcied 
violence to h<*r one eveiiinjj; when lh(‘y wcav alone in 
the hous(‘? Slic liad sanl nothin;.^’ to her husband 
from dn‘ad of a scandal and a tliiel ; l)ut she hail 
Ti ‘ver received th(‘ younji; officer ae^ain when alone. 
She <lid not sus})i,"ct that lie had rovci^ed hinis‘'lf 
upon her l»y saying* that she had been his mistress. 

I3y Avliat fanidim’itii'H had slie challenged tlic 
audacity of this garrison Don ,luau ! Yet she was 
not a Coquette. Tlie feeling that sprang up 
within her in the presence of a stranger Avas 
rather an apprehension of (»tFence than a desire 
to please. Slie had been as little of a coqnetti^ 
witli Armand de Querne. If there Avas a man 
Avhoin Rh(‘ Avould have refrained from approaching 
Avith a desin^ to seduce, it Avas assniedly he. Her 
husband had so often 'extolled him tu her. 
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“ Wlion WO Avcre at college, Amiand and I/* 
or, “ Avnmnd npod to say to me,” or, “ Armand 
wrote to me." And so on. 

Helen luid anticipated another and a more pre- 
tentiouR Alfred. She had told herself that some 
day, it ever she left the eountiy, she would be 
obliged to endure in her homo the presence ot 
this fnen<l, who Avould be a hostile judge, and 
would raise fresh difficulties between her liusitand 
and heraelf. If they Avere Kej)arated for so many 
ri.‘aHonR the one from the other, her oA\m rest‘r\’^e 
and Allred’s good natur«‘ at least preA’ented the 
separation from breaking out in scones and dis- 
putes. What Avould be the outcome ot th(> intru- 
sion of Alfred’s old chum into their home, she 
almost anxiously asked herself on the occasion 
of her first visit to Paris. » 

Her rapid interview AAdth Monsieur de Queme 

« 

had modified the colouring of these fears. He 
had come to take the Ohazels to their hotel, and 
all three had dined together in a restaurant on 
the Boulevards. Helen had been surprised by 
Armand’s outward appearance, and by the con- 
trast that he presented to the carelessness 
Alfred; but further, the young man's questions,! 
his' keen Avay of looking, the irony that tinted' 
his, slightest expressions, together Avith an inde- 
xable shade of contempt "for Alfred, which a 
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tromaii’ft acTifoii(‘Ss f*onl<l nf)f l>l]^ hmiluIc, Ij/kI 

disci »ncerte(l Jier, oausiri/j^ lier a sliivor of 

mistrust. She would Jiave wished iiovur to seo 

till* man a;;‘ain. She had been unable to refrain 

from mentioning: this antipathy to lior hiislaiiid, 

and lie had ri'jilicd: ““lie looks like that, but he 

is syeh a j^ood I’ellow, and tlnoi h(‘ has b(*(ui so 

unlortiinate.” And he Inld his wife about Ai maud’s 

childhood, his ^^’iianlian's sc^lfislmess, his yonthiul 

melaneholy, and lu‘ commisiM*aled him for other 

invstenous suHeiinnu 
« # ^ 

lb* has not undia-stood Ide \yell. He was rieli. 
He has not (^mployiMl liis line j)owi‘i’s. Ho has 
said notlnni; to nii*, but I alwa\s ))eliev<*d that 
ho hail exi)<*rion(‘<‘d a deep passion.” 

^ Helen would have* bi'oii nmeh astonislied if any 
one liad revealoil to lier tliat the spooios of aphony 
with wlneh her thought rested upon the j)robablo^ 
secret nature of this disquieting personage, com- 
prised that form of anxiety which i>fteu pre- 
cedes love. The settlement at Paris had taken 
place, and Armand had begun to visit thenn, at 
first in their furnished rooms, and then in the 
little liiuise in the Jlue de Ln Rocliefoncauld. It 
Was he wh(» had found it fia’ them, lie who coiir- 
*teotisly offered his assisbuiee in the countless 
^^oings and comings necessitated by th(‘ fiunish- 
Ing of the new home; In the constant interviewsij 
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tluiR brought about, whothor iii a shop, or while 
walking together from one tradesman's to another, 
or when driving in a carriage, as often liappened, 
Helen leanit to know all tfie deliglitfnl outward 
qualities possessed by Ainiand. Unlike the men, 
all of them occupied with science or self-advance- 
iiKmt, who m(‘t at lior husl^aml s house, he ajqjeared 
to attach oidy a secondary impoitiince to accjuinMl 
merits or positive learniTjg. Questions of f(‘elii4g 
alone inter(‘st(*d lihn. 

In all the men tliat slie had seen, Jleleji ha<l 
i*nf(»niit('re«l the same idea nliout. love, namely, 
Hjat it pertained to youth, was to he 3e]ej>:<ited 
to tlio baekf^round, and that rational peojde shoiihl 
never wei}>‘h it a, against family or pi’ofessionul 
interests. Her discussions witli Arni;iml revealed 
to her a man who had refleeted a gi-cat deal about 
the mutual relations of the sexes, lie possessi'd 
tliat iinag'iuntion of heart whieh wiunen so readily 
oonfuso Avith fjjeiniiuo sensibility, together Avith^ 
that experience of amorous life Avhich lends to 
libertifies tbeir prestige even Avith the most A’irtuons. 
The expression of luelaneholy Avhieh Avas ftiiniliar 
to him seemed to say that this experience had lieen 
purchased at the <'ost of eniel deceptions. It AA^aS 
these unkniiAvu griefs that completed the Avork of. 
Reduction Avhich hiid begun in timorous astonish- 
ment, and been continued in the admiration <if thd 
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proviTjrial for the Parisian; for tlie superiority of 
jndgiaeiit concerniiij? life which distiiiguiehecl the 
young* man, corresponded to too many stilled 
aspirations on Helen’s part, to leave her indif- 
ferent to it. It was lie wliose taste she perceived 
scattered over the walls of her little drawing- 
room; he who had chost^n tluit (*ld tapestry and 
hung it in its corner; he win) had chosen this 
piece of furniture or that piece of material from 
among several otliers. This softened admiration, 
which led her to say to herself : What a 

happiness it would hit to comfort him for all 
that he has suffered," had soon ended in the 
hope that her preseuee was really s'weet to 
him, for he was oecupied about lier with visible 
sympathy. 

At different times she had h^^ard him tell her: 

‘"I had an invitation to Madame So-and-sos this 
evening, but 1 broke iny engagement in order to 
spend the evening with you.” 

One dav, on the occasion of one of those iiisia:- 
uiiicant events wliieli in the heart’s darkness 
ib'e as tiny lights revealing an immense gulf, 
she had confessed to herself that she loved him. 
Armand, "who was to have come to dinner in the 
Rue de La Eochefoiicauld, had sent a note of 
exeuse to the effect that he was unwell. iShe 
had sent Alfred to see him, and Alfred had found 

F 
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nobody in the Rue Lincoln. By the sorrow that 
the young woman experienced, she recognised 
the extent of the interest that she took in Monsieur 
de Querne, and, to her misfortune, she recognised 
it at a moment when, upon one of those petty 
troubles, which are great disasters iu love, she 
must inevitably doubt whether her feeling was re- 
turned. Instead of strmng against this love, as 
she would have done had she believed herself 
loved, she said to herself : 

“ Why has he not kept his promise ? With 
whom has he spent the evening? ” 

When she saw him again, he spoke somewhat 
hardly to her, and she suffered a disconcerted 
countenance to be seen. He gently took her 
hand, and she burst into tears. From that hour 
she ceased to be capable of concealing the dis- 
quiet with which the mere sight of Armand 
inspired her. She began to enter upon that stage 
wherein the soul finds itself ceaselessly divided 
between the sight of the direst misfortune and of 
the highest felicity. How is it possible to reason 
then? Armand, who knew love’s halting^plaoes 
too well not to perceive the progress that he was 
making in llelen’s heart, was adroit enough to 
show her that he doubted her feelings towards 
himself, and that he was unhappy on account of 
this doubt. 
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He thuB led her in BUcceBsiun to tell him that she 
loved him, to let him take her hands, her arms, 
her waist, and to lend her cheek, her eyes, her lips 
to kisses. Nothing could be more opposed than 
these progressive familiarities to the ideas that 
Helen entertained respecting the^ manner in which 
a. woman ought to behave towards a man when 
she loves. She considered, as do all truly loyal 
natures, that a slight deception is morally equiva- 
lent to one that is complete. But she yielded to 
the faintest expression of pain in the young man's 
eyes with a weakness for which she reproached 
herself on each occasion, only to relapse once 
more. 

“ Ah 1 do not be pained ; what does it matter if 
I ruin myself?” such was the translation of the 
poor woman’s looks, the words that she uttered 
in a whisper. 

She had not spoken falsely when putting to 
him the sorrowful question : 

“ You -will at least be happy ? ” 

And now, within a few hours of the moment 
when she would be entirely his, it was this hope 
and this uncertainty that floated above all else. 

“ Ah 1 ” she thought, “ if only 1 may see that 
U^t in his eyes! Afterwards 1 shall become 
what I may. What matter if I have given him 
that!” 
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She had reached this poiut iu her reflections 
when a kiss made her start. Alfred had just 
come in to bid her good morning. Having gone 
out before eight o'clock he liad not yet seen her, 
and finding her so pretty in the robe of soft 
material that showed the outline of her graceful 
shoulders, and bust, and the lines of her legs 
terminating iu the white, blue-veined, naked feet 
iu their black slippers, he could not refrain from 
approaching her and stealing a kiss from the sweet 
place on her neck, between the ear and nape. 
This was such a surprise to her on emerging 
froUjl the universe of ideas iu which she had just 
been absorbed, that she gave a shght scream. 

“Lazy, chilly, timorous creature,” said Chazel,, 
who strove to jest in order to banish the angry 
expiessiou which his caresses had just called up 
upon that channing face. “Do you know what 
o’clock it is? A quarter to twelve. You will 
never be ready for breakfast. What are you read- 
ing 1 ” he continued, taking up the two volumes 
sent by Monsieur de Querne which were lying on 
the table; “more novels — ^but they are not cut. 
What have you been doing all the morning?” 

“I have been settling papers and making up 
accounts.” 

. How many of these little jTalsehoods her lips 
had uttered, and not one, even the slightest and v 
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most innocent of them, that did not cost lier a 
cruel effort. 

“Will yon rinp^ for .lulia?” she resumed. “I 
am goinpj to have my hair dressed, and I shall be 
ready in ten minutes.” 

“ I am not in your wav if I remain here ? lie 
said. 

“ Not paiiaeularly — ^for the present,” slie replied, 
and already she had passed into her dressing-room. 
She had put on a light cambric wrapper, and 
was unfastening her beautiful chestnut hair, comb- 
ing it herself. Alfred remained on his feet, lean- 
ing against one of the leaves of the door and 
reading a newspaper "which he had taken out of 
his pocket. The mere rustling of the paper 
irritated Helen’s nerves, because it recalled this 
man’s presence to her, and his presence appeared 
at this moment a profanation. Ahl if Armand 
had been there instead of the other, how charm- 
ing she would have bmud it to associate him 
thus with the coquettish portion of the mysterious 
attentions to her beauty. But such familiarity in 
one whom they do not love is so displeasing to 
women, that even prostitutes are pained by it. 
In all, whether virtuous or not, modesty is the 
beginning and the ending of love. Alfred had 
never understood this. He was still in love with 
H^len; and these sudden intrqsions upon her 
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privacy procured him a dumb happineBS that was 
composed of timid desires and furtive coutem- •; 
platious. Over the top of his open iiewspaper»’jj 
he watched the white hands passing backwards 
and forwards among the yielding hair, and the 
graceful shape of the anns which the wide sleeves, 
when thrown back by certain movements, allowed 
to be seen. 

How he would have liked to handle that liair 
which she always denied to him I And she too 
looked at her hair with happiness, in spite of the 
pain which her husband caused her by remaining 
there, for she perceived that it was as long and as 
wave-like as when she had been a young girl. 
Every time that sbe paid attention to her beauty 
now, she studied herself with childish anxiety, 
spying out the slightest wrinkle on her temples, 
about her lips, around her neck, asking herself 
whether she was still pretty enough to intoxicate 
the man she loved, and she smiled at herself in 
the glass as she twined her hair, and leaning 
forward a little she saw in a comer of the same 
glass the reflection of her husband's face with a 
blaze in his eyes — that swift gleam of desire 
which she knew and hated well. She shivered 
as though she hfid aw'oke to find herself exposed 
naked in a public square, blushed violently, and 
said: 
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“I do not know why Jnlia in not here. Ring 
again, please, and leave me.” 

She got up, pushed Alfred away, shut the door, 
and when alone, felt the tears come. 

“ Ah I ” she said to herself : “ I do not tnilv love 
him. Ought not these trifles to be sweet to me 
since I endure them for his* sake? ” 

Such were her thoughts as she sat at the break- 
fast table, dresRj'd imw in a dark-coloured dress, 
and wearing boots — the boots in which she was 
presently, and in a very short time, for the time- 
piece hanging on the wall was pointing to thirtj'- 
flve minuies past twelve — to walk to that Rue de 
Stockholm which she had not known even by 
name before receiving her lover’s note. Wlienj 
was it? "What would the house look like? At 
tlie mere thought of it, an intoxicating, bnming 
fluid seem to coinse through her veins. To remain 
quiet was a torture to her, and as for eating, she 
was unequal to it. It seemed to her that her 
throat was so choked that not even a piece of 
bread would pass thiough it. Little Henry was 
talking to his father, and the latter, on failing to 
receive even a reply from her to two or three 
qitigptions, said : 

“ IIc)W strange you are to-day. Are you not 
well?” 

“I?” she said. “Why I am as cheerful and 
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merrj’’ as possible, ’’ and she bepjan to laugh and t( 
talk in u loud tone. “ Can he suspect anything ? ” 
she asked hi-i-aelt'; ‘‘but what matter if he does? ” 

“Whdt are you going to do this afternoon?'’ 
asked Alfred again mechanically. 

“Will you take me with you, mamma?” said 
Henry. 

“No, darling,” slie replied, evading a reply 
to her husband, “you will go to the Champs- 
lilysees, and I will wish you good monung as I 
j)ass, perhaiJH. Is it line to-day ? ” she went on, 
although she liad watched both sky and pave- 
ment with impatient anxiety since early morning. 
And on his repljdng in the affirmative she said : 
“Y<iu can take the carriage; I Avill go on foot, it 
■wall do me good.” 

They had a brougham that was hired by the 
month, and that they used in turns, he for business 
expe(^tions, tuid she for paying visits. 

“At last!” she sighed, when she found herself 
alone in the little drawang-roorn, Alfred having 
left for his office, and Henry for his walk ; and the 
distresses of the morning were succeeded by a 
delicious feeling of relief. 

Already even, in her drawing-room, which was 
filled with recollections of Armand, she was sur- 
rendered unreservedly to her love. The recovery 
of her freedom overwhelmed her with ^oy such 
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the vision of the future could no longer take from 
before her mind. She evoked in thouglit her 
lover’s gaze, she kindled in it that gleam of felicity 
which was as the stars towards which her being 
was uplifted, 

“I am S’acrnficing everj’thing for him,” she , 
thought tci herself, returning for a moment to the 
impressions of that painful morning ; “ but the 
more I sacrifico fur him the more will he feel how 
much I love him. And how I love him ! how I 
love liim !” she repeated aloud in exultation. She 
looked at her w’atch “ It is past one o’clock. He 
is to wait for me from twelve. What a surprise 
for him if I arrive so soon. For he does not 
expect me immediately.” 

And she hastened to put on her hat, taking a 
thick veil with her at the bottom of her pocket to 
put over her face in the cab. He had the day before 
recommended her to do so. And now she was 
already passing down the Rue Saint-La zare, like 
one walking in her sleep, not daring to look at 
anything around her. It seemed to her that every- 
one could see by her figure and gait where she 
was going, and her elation had given place to a 
sort of terror — but a resolute terror, like that of a 
man of courage when on the way to fight his first 
duel — when she ventured to hail a cab in the Place 
de Triniti^, 
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“ The Rue de Stockholm,” she p.Tid. 

“ What number? ” anked the man. 

“ I will tell you when to stop,” ehe replied. 

To get out of the cab in front of the house had 
just appeared to her suddenly as an impossibility. 
Her hands shook when she fastened on her double 
veil in the vehicle, which began to move foiward, 
heavy and slow; at least it seemed to her that 
every revolution of the wheels lasted a minute. 
She looked at the shops in the Rue Saint, -Lazare, 
as they filed past, then at the courtyard in front of, 
the terminus, and the sight of a traveller paying 
his cabman set her searching in her muft‘ in agony. 
What if she had forgotten her purse? No, she 
had forty francs, in small ten-franc pieces. So 
much the worse ; she would give one to the man, 
for to M'ait for the change on the foetpalh would 
be too much for her. 

All these emotions were painful to her feelings. 
She would willingly have fixed her imagination 
upon her lover — her lover, for she was going to be 
his mistress. How contemptuous the tones of her 
fiiends at Bourges used fcjrmerly to become when 
uttering these words in reference to some com- 
promised woman I Then her nervous emotion 
proved the stronger. 

If only he does not guess what it has cost me! 
Ah, may my cowardly fears not spoil hie happiness T ’ 
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The cab having meanwhile climbed the begin- 
ning of the ascent of the Rue de Rome, was turn- 
ing down past the wall of a private garden which 
forms the comer of the Rue de Stookliolm, and 
the driver leaned down from his seat to ask Helen 
where he was to stop. 

“ Here,” she said. 

She got out, and placed the small gold piece in 
the man’s hand, saying to him : 

“ Keep it, keep it.” 

Then she was immediately afraid that he would 
guess why she did not wait for the change, and 
she stopped and busied herself wth gazing, with- 
out reading it, at a placard affixed -to the wall, 
until she heard the cab wheels rolling away. She 
followed the footpath, lifting her head %vith a 
throbbing of the heart which seemed to be driving 
her mad. Eight, ten — two numbers more, and 
she had reached the house mentioned in the note. 
She entered the gateway, seeing nothing. Slu- 
passed in front of the porter thinking that her 
limbs would not support her. Her feet wen- 
giving way on the stair-carpet. One more effi’’ , 
Rnd she was at the door of the apartments o/ .ne 
second floor. 

She leaned against this closed door. Not a 
sound was to be heard on the staircase; not a 
sound came up from the street. She could hear 
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the beatings of her heart, and instead of ringing 
she remained where she was. She wanted to 
recover a little calmness before appearing in 
Armfuid's presence. Wlij’^ had she come here? 
To make him happy ' What, then, would be the 
good of letting him see how much she had 
suffered ? Her heart beat less rapidly ; she forced 
herself to smile ; and the thought of the haj^piness 
she was about to give was already a happiness to 
her greater than her anguish had just been. 

She at last made up her mind to ring. The 
tinkling was succeeded by the sound of footsteps, 
the key turned in the lock, and she sank upon 
Armand’s bcxsoin, and w'as immediately drawn into 
a little drawing-room furnished in blue. Flames 
were burning in the fire-place. At the first glance 
Helen saw that there was no bed in the apartment 

S. 

She had so dreaded the sight of this on first enter- 
ing that she felt an infinite gratitude to Armand 
for having selected their place of meeting in such 
a way as to spare her this initial shock. He, 
meanwhile, hatl unfastened both her veils, taken 
off her bonnet, compelled her to ait down in an 
arm-chair beside the fire, and, kneeling in front of 
her, was clasping her almost madly, repeating 
again and again : 

“ Ah, my love ! how sweet of you to come !" 

' And he gazed at her with eyes macTe very loving 
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Anth the joy of auticipation that feels certain of tul- 
filmeut, but it was the joy of desire only, for on see- 
ing her smile at him Avith that easy smile to which 
she had compelled her countenance, in order not to 
displease him, he had just told himself that it avus ^ 
not the first time that she had come to a like 
meeting, and a terrible duality had been sot up 
within him between his sensalions and his 
thoughts. t 

“ She has a fancy for me,” he reflected ; “ let us 
take advantage of it. But Avhy have all Avomen 
a mania for telling you that you are their first 
lover ? ” 

His kisses were loosening the locks of her hair, 
which sho tried to readjust above her forehead 
Avith her hand. 

“ Do not be afraid,” he said to her ; ‘‘ I have 
thought of everything.” And he led her through 
the bedroom to the door of a little dressing-room, 
on the table in which were arranged all the 
articles belonging to his travelling dressing-case. 

‘‘ You will be able to comb your hair again,” he 
said. 

“ Oh I ” she said, blushing, “ you make me 
ashamed.” 

Just then he had h'd her into the bedroom, and 
as she was taking off the jacket which she wgre 
oy&c her dress, a small object rolled out of her 
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pocket. It was a pocket-eoinb of light tortoise- 
shell, wliich Helen had taken up unreflectingly 
before going out, as she often did. 

“ She thought of that, too,” he reflected. 

Then with loving entreaty : 

“ Be mine,” he asked of her. 

Nay, I am yours,” slie replied. 

A twilight ]ii evaded in the apartment, for Ar- 
rnaiid had already wnloosed the window-curtains, 
and Helen found strength to look around her for 
the first time. How fain would she have bidden 
him leave lier to herself! And she turned her 
eyes appealingly towards him. He replied liy 
clasping her in liis arms, and she was about to say 
to him, “Go away!” when she saw in his f'ves 
that expression of felicity of which she had so 
often dreamed, and she resigned herself to him, 
with that divine weakness whose sublime flattery 
so few men understand. 

If a woman who loves wishes to be loved in the 
same degree, is it then needful that she borrow 
something from the methods of those creatures 
devoid of true sensibility, to whom their persons 
are but instruments of supremacy, and who 
surrender themselves that they may the better 
possess t Helen did not suspect, while Arinand, 
intoxicated with her beauty, was sweeping her 
a.way in his arms, after subjecting her to a pas- 
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sionate outburst of kisses, — no she did not suspect 
that, at that very moment, this man had just 
found in the absolute submission to his wishes that 
had cost the poor woman so dear, a reason for not 
believing in her. 

“Are you luipjty?” she asked of him an hour 
later, lying on ins heart, aifd giving lierselt up to 
the languid sensation that follows upon a lover’s 
caresses; “tell me, are you happy ? You see, 
/am.” 

And it was true, for she had just for the first 
time felt an unfamiliar emotion awakening in her 
beneath the caresses of tlie man whom she loved 
so dearly. 

“Ohl Very happy,” replied Armand, and he 
spoke falsely, for reviewing in thought all the 
slight incidents of the fiist meeting — the smiling 
entry, the presence of the comb, the ready com- 
pliance of liis mistress, and her burning suscepti- 
bility — he said again to himself that he was cer- 
tainly not Helen’s first lover. 

And then, he secretly despised her because she 
had not denied herself to him in detail. The 
evident absence of remorse in the woman seemed 
to him a proof that she had no kind of moral sense. 
He did not tell himself that, if she had manifested 
remorse, he would have treated her as a hypocrite, 
and meanwhile she was speaking to him. 
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“See,” she sighed, “as soon as I saw you, T 
loved you. I felt that you had not had your 
share of happiness here below, .and it was my 
dreaui to impart it to you, and to do away with all 
your troubles. There is a wrinkle in your fore- 
liead wliich I cannot endure. When you asked 
me to be yours and 1 said no, I saw that wrinkle 
between yuiir eyebrows, there,” she said, kissing 
tlie spot, “ and then, when I said yes, the wrinkle 
WHS gone. That is why I am liere, and proud of 
being liere, for I am so proud of loving you.” 

“ How strange it is,” thought Armand, “ that no 
woman has conscience enough to say to herself: 

* I am acting disgiacefully, Ijdng, betraying; it 
amuses me, but it is disgraceful.’ The cloth on 
the communion-table and the sheet on the bed of 
a furnished room are all one to them. There, 
my angel, go on with your romances,” and he 
closed her lips Avith kisses. “ Ah I ” he thought 
again, “she is very pretty. If only she had 
wit enough to hold hei tongue I” 



CHAPTER IV. 

The cv€-nmg which sncccoilcd to tin’s day of fever, 
agony, and Idiss, was spoil l>y Helen iii torturing 
and delicious yearning. Is not the regretting of 
one’s happiness the thinking of it again ! Why 
liad she asked her lover not to coiik^ to the Rue 
d(i la RochefoiK'inild that evening? Wlu‘ii yonder, 
beside Jiini, siu‘ had thought that to meet him 
again in lier own home after an interval of so few 
hours, would be distressing to her. Now she said 
to herself, while working aft<T dinner at her' 
crochet in the little drawing-room, and seated 
in the arm-chair which Armand usually occupied 
— yes, she said to herself with nielaiiclioly that it 
would be very sweet if she had him tlieie, close 
beside her. 

She would touch her lover s hand sometimes with 
her o’NVn. She would br(‘athe the faint aroma of the 
scent which slie ha<l asked him to use and wliich 
was the same as liers. In imagination sh<^ grasped 
that enjoym(‘nt at once severe and soothing to a 
woman's soul — the enjojmeut of hearing the lips 
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that; have told ymi “ 1 love you *’ hotween two 
kisses in the aftoriiooii, employ “Madame” and 
similar formalities to yon, so fliat the most insig- 
uificaiit phrase brings home the c-harm of the 
mystery that links you togetlier. And Helen's 
delicate fingers continued their agile handling of 
the tortoisc-sholl crochet hook, while Alfred turned 
over the leaves of a book without speaking. 

On her return, she had experienced a bitter 
moment when, meeting her son again, she had 
been forced to allow little Henry to give her kisses 
— which she had not returned. She had contented 
herself with euibraeiiig him, with resting the 
child’s cheek against her own, and then she had 
felt that she loved him even more than before. 
All these dilf event Idiids of emotion had left their 
traces in her face, which, usually rosy, Avas on this 
evc'ning straugidy pale, but of that toned and 
.shrouded paleness that succeeds to complete vt)- 
luptuousness. 

A halo of lassitude hovered about her eyes, a 
softness about her smile, an air of suppleness and 
'languor about her entire person, and this lover- 
like appearance lent her such seductiveness as would 
have frightened her had she taken the trouble to 
watch Alfred. The latter never turned his eyes 
from her as she bent her tenderly wearied head 
^ver her work. Dressed in white, as was her 
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custom, the faint l)r.)Wn tint of her eyelids was 
the better seen since she kept them downcast, 
apparently upon her wool, in reality upon the 
visions which were rekindling lier snul. Alfred 
reflected with rapture that she was his wife — his 
wife. 

He was more in love with her than ever. Only, 
ever since their settlement at Paris had brought 
with it a separation of rooms, he had felt liiinselt 
seized, whenever he longed for her caresses, by 
an emotion which lie could with diflioulty sub- 
due. He iiinst ask liis Helen to allow him to 
remain with her, or else enter her room when she 
was in bed. This need of acting, united to the 
torment of physical desire, is so painful to certain 
men, that timid youths experience an almost un- 
bearable throbbing of the heai’t on merely crossing 
the threshold of those houses in which pleasure 
is sold ready-made. During the whole of this 
evening, Alfred, although he was satisfied of 
Helen’s submission, endured that eniotitm whi(‘h 
is not Avithout sweetness, since it renders still 
more perceptible the keenness of desire. He 
looked at her, and the words which he was pre- 
paring beforehand to say to her, caused him a 
sinking of the heart. He kept silence Avith such 
persistency that the poor Avoman had almost 
forgotten his existence when she rose to go to 
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her room and held out her forehead to him, with 
the words : 

“ Till to-morrow.” 

“Eh! what! till to-moirow?” he replied, try- 
ing to bring his kiss doum to her eyes, and lower 
still. She shuddered, repulsed him ubrujilly, and 
looked at him. In the depths of her husband’s 
eyes them was the same gleam of desire the 
reflection of which she had that morning siu:- 
prised in her looking-glass, while eombing her 
hair to surrender it to the hands of the other. 

It was an abxupt awakening fioni the dreams 
of that whole evening. The palpable sensation 
of physical partition was present in all its hideous- 
ness, and as Alfred approached her with a smile, 
and the words, “ Mj’ little Helen,’' she passed 
quickly to the (dher side t»f an easy-chaii', and, 
separated from him, replied : 

“ D<» you not see that I am quite ill this 
evening? ” 

She was so pale, and had such a ring of weari-- 
ness about her eyes, that Allied was moved by 
the sight. 

“ It is the last of my headache,” she continued, 
touching her temple ; “ a good night’s rest, and 
it will disappear. So, till to-morrow.” 

She smiled, made a gi-aceful gesture witli her 
band, and left the drawing-room. Alfred, when 
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alone, could hear her going and coming in the 
adjoining apartment, which was her own room. 
He himself occupied a room on the floor abov’^e, 
opening into his study. 

“How delicate her health is,” he thoiight 
tenderly to himself. 

f| 

“No; never, never!"” said Helen, «pe:iking 
aloud to herself, when her maid had left her; 
and, leaping out of bed, she t\xmed the key in 
both doors. Alfred, who was still in the drawing- 
room, seated before the fire, heard the sound of 
the key turning in the lock. 

“ She is afraid of me, then ? ” he asked himself 
Avith singular sadness; and meanwhile Helen, 
stretelied in bed, was repeating half aloud: 

“Never, never again will I give myself to that 
man.” 

The reality of the situation had just been im- 
pressed upon her Avith frightful clearness. Slio 
could foresee the daily strife, the dispute for her 
person night by night and hour by hour. If 
high life, as it is called, Avith its nightly engage- 
ments, its facilities for isolation in an immense 
house, and its social pleasures and duties, enables 
a husband and Avife, not on good tenns with each 
other, to live both side by side and yet apart, 
it is not so Avith those of the comfortable middle 
class. Conjugal interviews in private are there 
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the nile, social engagemejits the exceptiou, ami 
husband and wife meet every moment, and in 
every detail of existence. 

‘‘ Heavens, what can I do ? ” said Helen to her- 
self. Then courageously : “ 1 will find means. 
^It will be so sweet to struggle for lum.” 

Her soul became exalted by the impress of this 
thought, and suddenly she could again taste 
Armand's kisses upon her lijis. All the circum- 
stances of their interview showed themselves, from 
the anguish of arrival to that of departure. Ah, 
what a farewell 1 What a caress was that given 
on the threshold of the door before entering again 
upon life I Then, Avhat a walk through the streets 
with its brutal tumult of passengers, vehicles, trains! 
Armand had remained alone in the little home. 
\yhat had been his thoughts in presence of the dis- 
order caused by her temporary sojourn there, and 
which she would herself have liked to have repaired. 

“ 1 am going to be grateful to my stepmother 
for making me wait on myself when I was small,” 
she said, with her tender gracefulness. 

She knew by heaiuay that men usually dee^ise 
women whpn they have nothing more to obtain 
from them. But her Armand was not like the 
rest, since he had lavished upon her Jiis most 
cares^g kisses after their common ecstacy. 
was there,” i^e reflected : it was when 1 had left 
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that he judged me. Judged? — and how? I 
deceived for liis sake, but still I deceived.” Then 
once more she saw him, full of such tender pas- 
sion, that she fell asleep with a smile at his image, 
and at the thought : 

“ I shall see him to-moiTow.” 

It was at the Theatre dos Varietes that they 
were t<j spend together that second evening whose 
hours were to Helen sweet of the sweet — the only 
truly rapturous ones of those sad loves. As soon 
as she awoke, she had written her lover an inter- 
minable letter, and just as she was about to send 
it, she had received from the young man, who for 
once was faithless to his principles, an almost 
coaxing note. The nervous emotion of the night 
before had lost its keenness in her, leaving behind 
it an acuter susceptibility of heart with wdiieh to 
enjoy desired things witli more of inward thrilling. 
•‘Chance willed it that Alfred should breakfast away 
from home, and thanks to his absi-uee the cniel im- 
prcjssions of the previous evening were not renewed. 
Thus, when she arrived at the door of the little 
' stage-box in the theatre, she was in that delicious 
state of soul in which fhere is, as it "were, an 
inward voice that sings. At such moments eveiy- 
thiug soothes, just as at others everything wounds. 

It was nine o’clock. Helen was standing then 
in the passage, and while the attendant was 



104 


A LOVE CRIME. 


relieving her of her cloak she did not venture to 
ask whether there was anyone already in the box. 
The door was opened, her heart throbbed, and she 
perceived Arraand rising to greet her. How she 
loved him for having got there before hers(‘lf and 
her husband. Once seated, she at last ventured, 
after a few minutes, to look at him. He appeared 
to lier ti) be rather pale, and she- felt some 
anxiety about it ; but he had such eyes as < »n his 
good days, those which rekindled all her soul, 
and not those others whose mystery terrilied her. 
What piece were they playing on the stage t 8ho 
could hear the music of the orchestra, the voices 
of the actors, the applause ; but the interest of the 
play turned Avith her upon knowing whether Alfred 
would leave the box at the next interval. The 
curtain fell. Her happy destiny willed it that 
there should be a family of their acquaintance in 
the house. Her husband went off to speak td"' 
these ladies. She was alone with her beloved — 
alone 1 — and turning towards him she asked : 

“ Are you in love Avith me to-day? ” 

Annand did not reply, but under pretence of 
picking up his opera-glass, which had fallen to the 
ground, he bent doAvn and took her foot in his 
hand. Through the silk she could feel a clasp 
which caused her to blush and cast down her eye- 
lids, as though she Avere incapable of supporting. 
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the emotion that took posspN^ion of Iili*. WitJi n 
rapid gewture she seized a boufpiet composed of 
spray of fern and a little lily-of-the-vall(\v, which 
the ydting baron wore in his button-hole, and 
slipj)LMl her larceny into her bosom. 

Alfn^l returned, tlio curtain rose again, scene 
succeeded to Rccne, and act to act, but she was 
aware of nothing savti of the fact that she was almost 
too happy; and when, on the conclusion of the 
play, Arniand gave her his arm to lead her back to 
a carriage, she leaned upcni this arm with that 
absolute blending of motion, which is a surer token 
of love than any other. How gladly slie would 
have had hii/i to take his place beside lierl But 
already he was departing, and slic followed him 
with a prohmged gaze through Ihe crowd. Then 
the carnage extricated itself from the confusion in 
the neighbourhood of the theatre. “ Good-bye, 
my love,” she said in thought, while her husband 
took her hand, and said aloud to her: 

“ Ynu are better this evening i ” 

‘"Yes,” she said, freeing her tingm-s, ‘-but it is 
the excitement of the play. I need rest so mueli. 
I have not slept f<»r the last five nights.” 

’ Chazel undeistood only too well what this rejdy 
meant. He remained silent in a comer of the 
carriage. Helen also refrained fiom speaking. 
But a plan had already ripened in her head. The 
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very next day, brcmglit by Alfred himself, phe 
would visit tbeir phvKiciaii, whose cnusulting day it 
was. She would enter the d<»etor's room alone, 
and relate to him some symptoms or (dlifr; then 
she would say lliat the physieiaii forbade all nitimate 
relations with her ljusband untjl further nc»tice. 
She w^as t<.»o w(‘]l aeciuaiuted witli the species of 
timid modesty which ruled Alfred not to know that 
he would pity her witlnurt seeking to divine the 
mystery of sufleiing wdth which she would sliroud 
herself. Supported by this i)lan — which would 
have been very repugnant to her had it not been 
calculated to assure the security of her happiness 
— with what delight did she suffer herself to be 
overpowered by sleep, by such a sleep as that 
wherein we appear to sle(*p with clearness in our 
dreanihl We slecj), and something wakes witliiu 
us — a happy portion of our spirit — which ceases 
not to be sensible the happiness that wc shall 
find again to-morrow oti our pillow. Do we not 
know that we shall 'learn this happiness anew by 
merely opening our eyes? 

But neither on that following inorrjing, nor on the 
moriungs which cajn<* after it during those few 
weeks of first intoxication through 'which she 
passed, did Helen open her eyes immediately upon 
aw^akiiig. sFor several minutes she kept her eye- 
lids closed, that Armand’s image might return to 
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her perfectly clear and complete before any other 
impression. If the day about tt) be spent was an or- 
dinary one, that is to say, without an appoinl ed visit 
to the Bno de Stockholm, she rose indolently. The 
thought of her appointment was not present to 
make her feverish, and she could think about her 
lover without anxiety. 

On the previous evening, before going to Vk-mI, 

, she had begun a letter to him, Avhich she con- 
cluded as soon as she had risen, so that goc)d- 
' night ” and “ good morning ” might meet upon 
the same scrap of paper — a visible symbol of the 
continuity of her love. Sometimes she frtun4 
' means to send this letter, sometimes she kept it 
about her, folded in two in her bosom, in order 
to deliver it herself. From Armand she expected 
no reply. He had explained to her the prudential 
reasons on account of which he did not write, 
and in this prudence she had not perceived the 
lack of impulse and politic calculation of a man 
- of gallantry, who foresees approaching ruptures, 
and does not wish to leave any weapon in the 
, . hands of his future enemy. 

!„• She used to close her letter with a seal, on 
which she had had engraved a serpent in the 
shape of the letter S, because with an S began 
j the name of the street which had been the asylum 
her happiest momenta The laughter with 
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■which Arraauli had greeted this childishness, Imd 
indeed pained her somewhat, but she had said to 
herself : “ Mon have not the same way of loving 
as wo have.” Then, her dear task concluded, she 
addressed herself to all the cares of her household, 
cheerful, and finding no duty irksome. She was 
accompanied throughout her woi’k by a phrase 
which she used to repeat in a whisper : “ He loves 
me, he loves me.” Especially did she occupy ^her- 
self with her son, whom she now could kiss with- 
out remorse. “No, dear child, I have taken no- 
thiug from you,” she said to him in her heart, 
and thanks to that power of sophistry chaiac- 
teristic of happy love, she came to think in like 
manner respecting her husband. 

She had never done anything but esteem him, 
and she continued to esteem him as before. Since 
the pretence of the doctor's order had freed hoR 
from all hateful advances on Alfred’s part, she 
ingenuously extended to him the joy with whi(dx: 
her heart was filled. She no longer made hiak 
any of those bitter replies which, in' connection 
with the pettiest details, betray the unconscioufi 
animosity of a woman against the man to whom 
she belongs, and who has not been able to win 
her love. Did he at table utter, as he used to 
do, an idea that was not her own ; did he allo'W 
an awkward gesture or a clumsy question to 
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escape him, she had no capacity within hei 
for becoming angry, all her I'aoulties being em- 
ployed in calculating the hour at which Arinand 
would be with her, aud in depicting to hersell' the 
happiness that his pi'esence would bring her. 
The hour struck, and Arrnand was there. She 
felt so fully satisfied that she no hmger thought 
of watching him. He told her that he loved her; 
he proved it to her by sacrificing his life in society, 
the theatres, his club, and spending as many as 
two or three evenings in the week with her. 
WJiat interest Avould he have in deceiving her, 
and how could she do otherwisi* than surrender 
herself to this divine felicity ‘1, 

When the nioining of a day silected for one 
• of their secret meetings arrived, she had not tJio 
strength to superintend her household. The ck- 
pectation ot happiness was so keen that it bor- 
dered upon pain. On these, mornings, as on the 
first of them, she was absorbed, feverish aud 
prostrate by the fireside, in prolonged reflec- 
tion, and in her excess of feeling experieiicid 
a-n ungiiisli that relaxed to delight when she 
bad reached the little suite of rooms iu the 
Kue de Stockholm. These were still the same; 
for having been obliged at their third meeting 
to take other rooms in the same house, she had 
entreated Arrnand to return to the former ones, 
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to those ■whicli had witnepsod lu*r first intoxication. 

To do this it had been necessary to take the 
lodgings no longer by the day, but by the month. 
Armand had at first declined to do this, affinning 
that he had good reasons, but iu reafity because he 
knew by experience how greatly a movable place of 
meeting that is changed on each occasitm facilitates 
ruptures, and then — although he was generous and 
rich he felt, ;jvithout fully acknowledging it to him- 
self, that there was rather too great a difference be- 
tween the twenty-five francs that Madame Palmyre 
demanded for an afternoon, and the four hundred 
represented by a monthly hiring. He had yielded 
nevertheless, just because a small money question 
was involved, and because he thought himself 
shabby for having so much ns thought about- 
it. 

“ It will only last six months after all,” he had 
said to liiniself. 

But how delighted the confiding Helen had 
been by this concession! What quick work it 
had been with her to transform the commonplace 
rooms into a personal domain to which she brought 
all kinds of dainty feminine objects, slippers into , 
which to slip her naked feet, a lace shawl to: 
throw over her quivering shoulders, a few pieces, 
of material for draping the table and the backs c^; 
the eatgr chahSy a frame in which to place a pho^ ' 
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graph i)f Arniand. Imd not siiKpcctoil fliat 

each of thcMe little iittcntions had had the duulik* 
effect of disquieting Do Querue with respect to the 
difficulty of future separations, and of proving to 
him that he had to deal with a lady of experience. 
Like all romantic women, Helen was occupied 
with the Huhthjties of the voluptuousness common 
to herself and to her lover, as though with an 
anxiety suggested by sentiment. What renders a 
woman of this kind perfectly unintelligible t(^ a 
libel tine is that he, on his part, Ws accustomed 
himself to separate the things of pleasure from 
the things of the heart, and to taste this pleasure 
amid degrading conditions; whereas a woman 
who is romantic and in love, having kiiown 
pleasure only as associated with the noblest 
exaltation, transfers to her enjoyments the reve- 
rence which she has for her moral emotions. 

Helen approacdied with amorous piety, almost 
with mystic idolatry, the world of mad caresses 
, and embracings. I’his piety was centred ujiou the 
man who had taught her to love, as upon a being 
above the range of all discussion. It went for 
nothing that Anuand, after the first days of a self- 
. abandonment produced by the novelty of physical 
possession, multiplied the tokens of his egotism; 
his mistress found the means of loving him the 
*■ IXtore for them. If he came late to their interview 
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ill the Eiie de Stdcklnilm, kiIk.- was so proud of 
having w()rst(‘d him in the intimate joust of love 
Ijiat slie was almost grateful to liiui for doing so. 

If at the last moment, and merely to suit his own 
eonvenienee, lie alteretl the hour of their meeting, 
the g(*nt]e woman exjierienced a further pleasure 
in feeling herself treated ])y her worshijiped master 
as a slave, as a tiling which belonged to him, and 
wliicli ho disposed of according to his fancy. 

Was this paving tc»o dear for tht^ ecstasy which 
she felt in ascending the siaiiease of the house * 
(ah, how little she oared whether she were looked 
fit now !) in hearing the creaking of the key (her 
own key, for she had now one of her own) in the 
lock, in walking through the three rooms wlierein 
abode the whole of lier passionate life, and above 
all in iJolding Armand beside her, close beside 
her? Evening -was falling, tlie objects about 
them were glowing dim in outline, and she lay in 
his arms, lisi tuning to Ihe distant roar of the town, 
the noise of the nciglibouiing lailway, and, be- r 
neath their windows, the circles of little girls I, 
singing: ‘‘11 etait une berg^^re.” Then slui would 
give her lover kisses so tender that he would ask 
her almost with anxiety; ’ 

“• What have you got to trouble you? ■( 

“ Why, I have got you,*’ she would reply. 

Ab ! why, wdiy is passion not contagious? And 



A LOVIE CRIME. 


113 


what a nioi'stroud thiuR it is that of two lovers 
one should be able to t'oel so mucli and the other 
30 little! 

So little! And w't the man in these 

crafty interviews allowed himself to speak to his 
nhstiisss as thouejh he were madly in love with 
her. Was it in order to b(‘j^nile with talk the real 
drynoRS of his heart ? Was it that thd vibration ot 
his troubled nerves was eoni})ieted in phrases as 
full of teiidernesR as he was lacking in it himself? 
If he had had less power of analysis, he would 
have belieA'ed himself in Igvo with Helen, tt>r 
when beside her he was seized with fits of the 
most violent desire. But he knew tliUt once out of 
her presence he would experience nothing but a 
moral aching, an infinite Aveanhiess, a sense of the 
uselessness of things^ and, to Bum up, a n^newal of 
that torpor of soul which the fever of the senses 
galvanised without dissipating. As for Helen, she 
drank in every word coming at such moments from 
Armand’s lips, like a liquid that would enable hei 
to traverse with intoxication the space separating 
her from the next meeting. 

It was. nevertheless, in the course of one of 
these talkings on the pilk^w, he leaning on his 
elbow, and she lying against lus breast and watch- 
ing hnu, that the first words of disencha*. tment 
.trere pronounced — words after which she began 
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to eee her Arnifiiid ud lt)n£»or throiigli the mirage 
other dreams, but sueh as lie was, wil tlie fright^ 
ful, deathly aridity of liis soul. 

“Ah, how I should like to have a child by 
you 1 ” she had murmured to him iu the middle of 
one of these coTitemplations — “a ehild who had 
these eyes,” and she raised her hand to touch her 
lover’s eyelids ; “ who had these lijis," and she 
brushed tliem with her fingers. “ How I should 
love him ! ’’ 

“ I do not Mush for it,” replied Arina.nd. “ I 
should feed too sad to see Imn kissing us his lather 
another than myself.” 

“ But that would not he I ” she exclaimed 

“ It could not he avoided,” he readied. 

“I would go away -wn 111 you,” she said, “ and I 
should bo forced to do so. How could Alfred 
keep me, noiv that I never give myself to liini ? ” 

While she was uttering these words, ho looked 
at her, thinking to himself : 

“ Bhe, too ! What strange desire is it that im- 
pels thorn all to givo out that they have ceased to 
belong to their husbands? 

And, iu spite of himself, he smiled his evil smile, 
tho smile with which he had greeted other analo- 
gous confidences made by other lijis, and this 
smile had always been sufficient to prevent the ' 
\Voimju l4a-4 diawu it upon themselves froiQi. 
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retuvning to tlio Rubject. I’hoy have Rueli faoilitv 
in changing a falsehood ! But Helen, wlio did not 
speak falsL*ly, could endure neither th<! Mtnile nor 
the look which accompanied it. Was it not in 
order that she might never see them again that 
she had given herself to her lover ? It was the 
first time since then that sheTiad encountered the dis- 
trust which caused her so much pain at the be gin- 
ning of her connection with Armand, and loyal as 
she was, brave and straightforward, she ptn-siRtod : 

“You do not believe me c.apable of belonging 
to two men at the same time? Say no, my dear 
love; say that you have not such an opinion t)f 
me. From the day on which I became your mi.R- 
tress, 1 ceased to be .Mfred’s Avife,” 

“1 am not jealous,’" said the young man; I 
know that you love me.” 

“ Say Aat you are not jealous, because you are 
sure that I am only yours.” 

“ If you wish it, I will say so,” he replied, ren- 
dered somewhat impatient by her persistence, and 
bein^ especially but little auxious about the pros- 
pects of paternity, flight, and drama which Helen’s 
sudden words had just opened up before him; and 
such irony was impressed upon his words that tlie 
unhappy woman became silent. 

“ lie does not believe me,” she thought j “ he 

does not believe me 1 ” 
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On returning home that evening, Helen felt sad^ 
even to death. She withdrew to her own room, .• 
and, under pretence of a hcadaelie, went to bed, 
instead of coming down to dinner. She wept much, ■ 
She could see dimly through her ginef what a 
difference there existed between Armand's love 
and her own. “ Ah ! " she said to herself, “ of 
what has he judged me capable? He does not 
love me.” And, seized again by the terrible dread 
from which she had suffered on the very evening 
of the day when she had 'given herself to him,ii; 
she said again to herself : 

“ He is nglit. What I am doing is so -wicked. 
But he ought to understand that it is for his sake, and 
so excuse me.” And she pressed her forehead upoiT 
her [allows, falling suddenly, as very impassioned 
souls do, from extreme felicity into extreme an- 
guish. 

This first perception was a very keen one, but it 
did not last. Upon reflection, Helen compared her 
grief -with the reason which had provoked it <(rhe 
sight of the disproportion between cause and fffect ^ 
sufficed to calm her, the more so that Armand'i^ 
eyes, when they met again, expressed that ardour j 
of desire in the fire of which hex heart ever ex- ^ 
ponded. The young man had quite understood ;i 
the pain oansed to his misixess by his doubt, aud'^ 
had said to himself: 
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“ Why torment her? She lies to me in order to 
please me the more, and I am angry with her for 
the lie. ’Tis too unjust I ” 

This reasoning, which was a secret flattery to 
his pride, had the result of making him more tender 
towards Helen. But when^ the period of lucidity 
has begun in the case of a heart that loves, it does 
not close so rapidly, and a few days after tliis first 
shuck Helen was to endure a second. 

This time her lovef and she had met, as they soine- 
'tiuies did, to walk together in one of the avenues 
in the Jardin dee Plantes. Helen was very fond of 
the peaceful, country-like park, with Its fine trees 
reminding her of those in the grounds of the 
Archbishop at Bourges. She was especially fond 
of the place where she had been waiting for 
.Armand, the long slender terrace the parapet ot 
, ■’which runs along the side of the Rue Geoffroy- 
Saint-Hilaire. She sat do'wn on a bench, from 
which she could follow the hands of a large clock 
placed ‘against one of the inner buildings of the 
Hflpital de la Piti4. The melancholy courtyard 
'of this hr)usc of griefs, with its pruned and leafless 
^es, the gloomy bars on the windows, and liie old 
(tad dilapidated colouring of the walls, pleased her 
iuv a contrast to the young and happy intimacy of 
' the dear romance of her love. She was sensible of 
|| .delightful lethargy in bringing back her thoughts 
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to herself, while the gi-eat oiiiiiibuses went licavily 
down the low street almost beneath her feet. 
Some children were playing in the grove of the 
labyrinth, and their shouts reached her, c ansing her 
to renew far-off improsBions obliterated by the years. 

At last she perceived Armand at the cud of the 
terrace, and she rose to meet him, prettier than 
usual, as she knew from her lover’s glance, ttiunks 
to the contrast between her toilet and the humble 
landscape — between her pink boniplexion and the 
dark leafage of the cedars. Thcjj they walkc<l'iu 
the quiet portjon of the gardens, that portion 
which is set aside for plants — near trees two 
hundred years old, whose aged trunks, plastered 
like walls, rested on supports of iron. ^Vllctlle^ 
the winter sky were bluish or veiled with mist, 
there was always sunshiue so far as she was con- 
eemod, when Annaud was there. 

They were wandering, then, siile by side, in 
ojie of the avenues of this vast garden on a dull 
afternoon early in February, and lleleji was tell- 
ing her lover the story <.»f the wife of one of 
Alfred’s colleagues who had just been east off 
by her husband, on his discovering that she had 
two lovers at once. 

“ The rest,” said the young man, with his evil 
smile, “ have them in succession. The difference 
is a slight one.” 
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“ The rest ? ” said Helen, who suddenly felt 
again the melancholy emotion of the. previous 
week ; “ you do not believe that of all women? ” 

“ Nay, 1 have, no bad opinion of them," he 
replie<L “ I iielieve that they are weak, and that 
men are ileeeivns. Tliey find many men to 
swear that they love them, and they heheve one 
out of every ten. I'hat makes a jnetty fair 
reckoning in llie end." 

“Then you think that there is no woman in 
existence who has had only one love? ” 

“ Few,” said Armaiid. “ lint wljat does it 
matter t ” he added gaily ; “ at each fresh in^guc 
they fancy that they have never .loved before, 
and it is half true, like all truths- ” ey have not 
loved altogether in the same nianm 

A question rose to Helen’s lips. She wished to 
ask: “Audi? What do yon think me? lio you 
believe that 1 have loved bet ore you ? Do you 
believe that 1 shall love after you?” She dared 
not. Once more she was cruelly impressed by the 
unknown element in her lover’s character. ISfo, it 
WM not she whom he doubted — not she, more 
than another. The man did not believe in any 
woman. But how is love jiossible without belief ? 
Is there any sort of tenderness jjossible without 1 1 nst? 
She did not answer herself on these too painful 
topics, but she prolonged an involuntary analysis 
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of her relations with Ariuand, and suddenly ligh 
was thrown within her upon many of the detail 
which she had not intei-preted. 

lleflecting upon the distrustful characteristic 
which alarmed her in this man, she in a retrospec 
tive fashion understood the silence with which oi 
certain occasions he had greeted her ontponrings 
tShe remembered him listening to her while she 
spoke of her country life, and of her moral soli- 
tude. “I was keeping myself for you beforehand 
without knowing you,” she had said. He hue 
made no reply. He had not believed her 
Another time she had talked to him of tb( 
futiu'e, and of the joy that she felt in thinking 
that they were both young and so had many ye’an 
in which to love each other. He had made nc 
reply. He had not believed her. When she tolc 
him that, but for her son, she w'ould have gone 
far, very far awajf, that she might consecrate hei 
entire life to him alone, he kept Fdlence ; he hac 
not believed her. Ah ! his incredulity, his l^orribh 
incredulity I She encountered it now even in { 
quite recent past, but where she had not su& 
pected it! Or no, was she deceiving herself 1 
Was it that Armand had believed in her so long 
as he loved her, and was beginning to believe iz 
her no longer now that he loved her less? 

Did he love her less? She did not admit for s 
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momeut that he had not l-ivod her at the bepfiuning 
of their oouuection. He was an honourable man, 
not a love criminal. He would not have asked 
her to be his had he not been drawn to do so 
by all the forces of passion. Then, to explain 
Armand’s incredulity, she reverted to the younf? 
man’s past, to the mysterious deceptions of wiiioh 
her husband had formerly spoken to her. 

“A woman has spoiled his heart,” she said to 
herself. 

At the thought of this she was pained by a 
differout pain. She pitied Armatid more, and she 
was jealous with a dim, vague jealousy. Then 
she asked herself : 

“ Will my love ever have p(»wer to restore to 
him the faith that he has lost ? ” 

Absorbed as she was in these thoughts, nothing 
of which she expressed to the man who was their 
otiject, she no longer studied the impression which 
she herself j^)roduced upon her lover. When 
Armand catoe h) dine in the Rue de La Rochefou- 
cauld, and all three of them — -he, Alfred, and herself 
— remained to spend the evening in the little 
drawing-room, she lapsed into abysmal silence.- 
Alfred delighted, as a inuthcniaticiau, in abstract 
discussions, and set forth social, political, and 
"economic theories to the young baron, who lis- 
ii^ed to him with visible weaiiness depicted upon 
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his features. Then a moment would come when 
Helen, emerging from her reflections, hmkecl at 
him. Sh^s RJiAv this expression of weariness, and 
failed to comprehend its immediato and trifling 
cause. ‘'He is not happy with me,” she would 
say to heisclf, and immediately alterwards, with 
oven greater simplicity, ‘‘ He is not hajipy.” So 
she reflected, she who had given 1m a self to him 
to obliterate a Aviinkle of melaneholy upon liis 
brow, she Avliose thoughts and feelings hud but a 
single aim : his happiness ! 

At other times, Armand would etune, and at the 
first glance she discerned that Avhile away from 
herself he had jiassed through peiiuds of sadness. 
Then she felt quite paiulysed. She trembled to 
speak to him, to utter a Avord that, coming from 
her lips, would displease him. An indefinable un- 
easiness took possession ot hoi, a fear ut shoAving 
her soul to the man she loved, that Avas all the* 
more painful, for the faet that she had at iirst 
surrendered herself Avith such deep dvlight to 
the charm of feeling aloud in his presence, and 
this uneasiness Avidi her now went even to their 
interviews in the Kue de Stockholm. 

It was not that in the little home she would find 
her l&ver less distracted Avith her beauty, less 
passionate tlmn in the days which had followed 
' upon the complete surrender. But his kisses, and 
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the sort of frenzy with which ho embraced her 
now, made her afraid. She dreaded to feel the 
contrast between the ecstasy caused t<i her lovei 
by physical possession, and the evident weariness 
of soul which he displayed in their almost daily 
interviews. It seemed as though the young man 
were striving to electrify his heart with the desire 
for her person. When Helen perceived this cniel 
truth, the enchantment of the hours of meeting 
suddenly ceased. Sometimes she longed for these 
meetings with the gloomiest ardour, that she 
might at least hear her lover's voice lavishing 
upon her those phrases of intoxication which, at 
the beginning of their intercourse,' had been the 
adorable music that had exalted her. I’hen she 
dreaded these same interviews, ami their caresses 
into which the senses perhaps entered more than 
the heart. 

“Ahl my Armand,” she had ventuied to say 
to him, “you love my pemon more than you love 
myself.” 

“Nay, do you not give yourself to me in 
giving me your person ? ” he had replied. 

Heavens ! how gladly wouhf she have asked 
him : “ And you, do you give yourself entirely to 
me?" 

She had paused upon this question. Why in- 
terrogate him ? Did she not know that ho would 
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coax her with these soft blandishments of speech 
which do not reveal the depths of the heart ? 
Would sho succeed in deciphering the meaning 
this living enigma of a man's character, set thus 
before her for weal or woe f Cruel heart! would 
it never yield her its secret? Kisses, however, 
may be more tender tliau he who gives them, 
soft looks may conceal a soul like a veil — and she 
was so thirsty for truth ! 

But whence came all this moral anxiety that 
preyed upon her ? Nothing had to all appearance 
occurred between them, and already she was 
alternately asking herself : 

* “Does he love me as much as at first? Does 
he love me ? lias he ever loved me ? Can he love 
me?” 

And every minute sho struck upon some trifling 
fact that heightened her doubt. She ceaselessly 
encountered that mistrust which <legraded her, 
that irony which bruised her, that dryness of 
heart which reduced her to despair. Some of 
their friends from Bourges would amve in Paris, 
and Allred would say to De Querne ; 

“ Do not come to-morrow evening ; you \vould 
be too much bored. We are having some ac- 
quaintances from the country.” 

^‘When I Am going to be in your way,” the 
young man would say to Helen next day, “ why ^ 
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<lo you not give me notice yourself, iuBtcad of 
doing it through your liiwhand ? ” 

“ To be in my way ” she would ask. 

“Olil why deceive me? Yon luivo laid some 
flirtations over there for which you Mush here. Ytm 
do not want me to verify your familiarity witli 
this man or the other. But wliat can that siertiifv 
to me since you did not know me ? What does 
signify is to see you dec<*iving me.” 

Deceiving I always <leceivingl This word re- 
curred in Armaiul’s cnnvei'sations — iudefatigaltly ; 
she read it in his eyes, his gestures, his thoughts. 
Did she find licrself obliged at the last moment 
to fail at ouo of tlieir meetings in the Rue de 
Stockholm, she knew that he would not believe in 
her excuse. But a man of that kind — no, such a 
man cannot love. 

“Ah, love me, love me!” she would murmur 
feverishly as she diew closer to him after jmssing 
through one of those crisis of anguish in which 
she had felt how little her lover’s heart belonged 
to her. 

“ Why, I do love you,” he would reply, without 
understanding the agony of which this agony was a 
last sigh. She understood that the word had not the 
same sigmficatioh to him as to her, and the whole 
of the.inward tragedy whereof she was the silent, 
grief-stricken heroine, burst forth one frightful 
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(lay. Like a captive who, diiriaf^ his sleep, has 
been bound by his conquerors to a corpso, and 
awakes to discover himself chained to this horrible 
congiptuiion, she found herself, a living heart, a 
heart sxisceptible to love, and liaixpiness, and life, 
fastened to a coii)se-like heart, icy, moveless — 
slain 1 

When the reality of this came before her, she 
quickly Hung herself back. All that she liad be- 
lieved genuine was deceptive, all that she had be- 
lieved full was empty ; but she would not ackinxw- 
ledge this to herself. She treated as chimeras those 
almost iudefinablo tokens which enable a tor- 
mented soul to penetrate another to its remotest 
depths. She loved Armand, and she wished to 
love him. Was not her entire life staked now on 
this card? It was only four months since she had 
become his mistress. What! four such short 
months ! It is a horrible thing that in so short 
a time one can pass, without any visible shame, 
from the sublimest hope — that of making amends 
for all the injustice in a man’s destiny — ^to the 
bitterest conviction of impotence. Scarcely four 
months, and ho was not happy, nor was she. W ould 
she never again ascend the incline down which 
she felt herself falling? 

She caught glimpses of the future with uncon- 
querable anguish. Ah, if it were tme that he 
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could not lovo, what would bi'oomo of her. She 
now existed ouly through him; she could uot exist 
otherwise. Aud he seemed to have no suspicion 
of the crisis of sorrow through which she was pass- 
ing. It was her own fault; wliy did she not 
show him all her soul'? That again she Avas un- 
able to do. Would she evdr be able'? And when 
her grief caused her excessive suffering slie mur- 
mured: •* Strauge liciug, ^vhy hav(‘ I loved you'' 
\nd nevertheless I cannot regret that 1 have doim 



CHAPTER Y. 

xVlfrkp Cttazel had been quite aware that a 
nij'steiidUH drama was being played in liia hnuMp- 
hold. He had been sensible of it, dimly at first. 
It has not been sufficiently remarked how much 
the peculiar nature of imagination, when developed 
by the habits of the mind, prevails over sensibility 
itself, and modifies it. Alfred had an altogether 
mathematical intellect, very skilful in abstract 
reasonings, very unskilful in the perception of the 
real. He was as little acquainted with his wdfe’s 
character after several years of manied life as he 
bad been on the day when he fell in love with her 
during a visit to Monsieur de V aivre. But it was not 
only Helen’s soul, with its depths, and complexities, 
and singularities, that was unknown to him; it 
was her whole life. Just as be had accepted the 
principles of conduct of the middle class to which 
he belonged, so had he accepted its ideas; and to 
the credit of the French provincial middle class i£ 
'must be ssid thst their morals are, relatively;. 
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speaking, very pure. The meu have, perhaps, in 
their youth low pleasures. But the married women 
who cause themselves to be talked about are im- 
mediately peiuted at in such a way that the 
number of them is very small. 

Alfred had on this point preservcil the impres- 
sions received in his own family, impressions whicli 
no o\:[)eiienoe had corrected ; for very chaste men 
are like very virtuous women, and no one reposes in 
them those confidences which illuminate the un- 
clean depths of life, the grossness hidden beneath 
sentimental phraseology, the sensual egotism dis- 
sembled beneath tlie hypocrisy of preteuct's. The 
notion of suspecting ilclon of ha\oug’a lover could 
no more occur to him than the notion of suspecting 
her of theft or tbrgery, and much less the notion 
that she had for lover De tiuerne, his owoi oom- 
paniuu in childhood. 

Towards tlie latter he entertained a feeling of 
friendship all the more intense that there was 
blended with it an cleineut of admii'atiou. When 
they were studying on the same form at school, he 
Xiscd to look at him, and the refinement of Ar- 
maud's manners, his beauty, his intellect, his halo 
of social superiority, inspired him with a sort ol 
fetichism. Himself so modest, so hard-working, 
80 akin to the people, he had vaguely considered 
his friend as a being of a somewhat different 
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species; and when a very clear vision of a differ- 
ence of this kind produces neither hati’ed nor envy, 
it gives birth to an almost blind enthusiasm. 
Never had Chazel judged De Querne. He had 
become so habituated to taking liim as he was, 
that he did not even ask himself what manner of 
friendship Armand was giving liim in retui'n for 
his own. When they had separated, and the 
young baron used to send about two hastily scrib- 
bled pages in reply to the interminable letters from 
his old companion, the latter would. say to him- 
self ; 

“ Armand is very fond of me, but it is wearisome 
to him to write. It is only natural, lie is such an 
agreeable fellow, and so much sought after ; ” and 
this was all the complaint of an excellent heart 
that "was ever deceived by a trifling exhibition of 
sympathy. 

At every visit that he paid to Paris he met with 
the same reception from Armand — a clasp of the 
hand, an invitation to luncheon, to dinner, to 
the theatre. These tokens of comradeship, at 
once indifferent and cordial, appeared to him 
proofs of loyal affection. Not having observed 
Armand any more than, once married, he was to' 
observe his wife, he could not measure the depth, 
of the abyss which from year to year yawned stiJ* 
wider between his old classmate and himself Ha 
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know not how to recognise the visible signs of 
radical indifference ; the absolute dumbness of ihe 
young baron respecting himself, liis looks of inat- 
tention (luring their conversations. 

While Alfred, for example, was detailing to him 
the beginnings of his love for Mademoiselle de 
Vaivre, the innocent privacies of his furtive wooing 
and his hopes, Arinand would smoke a cigar, and 
think of the loves which had crossed his own life, 
■temid all the studied elegance and corruption Avhich 
at Paris make a woman of pleasure so complex a 
thing, an (.>xtreme attained in the art of refining 
upon voluptuoxisness. He could by anticipation 
see in the young girl loved by his friend an awkward 
and undesirable creature, with red hands, badly- 
made dresses, and white stockings. 

Like all men in whom the source of sensibility 
is not flowing and rich, he discovered pretexts' for 
disgust in the trifles of petty external fact, and 
he involuntarily despised Chazel for not being 
^disgusted like himself. This contempt, was even 
' SO continuous, that it prevented him from looking 
•seriously on the life of this worthy student, this 
'prize of social excellence, as he used to call him 
in his absence... The nstoiiishmeut caused him 
;,by Helen’s distinguished appearance, had merely 
'prompted him to say to himself below ius 
^oath: 
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“It^B only ninuiee like bim that ever get hold 
of such a woman as that.” 

Alfred had trembled to know the judgment 
passed by his friend upon, his wife, and had- 
been enraptured to find that she pleased him. 

. Armand’s constant presence in their home, after 
they had settled at Paris, caused him intense joy. 
He became still more attached his friend, be- 
cause he appreciated t^e wopian \\e himself loved 
so dearly, and to the latter becauseUhe appvociate4^ 
Jiis friend. 

“ I knew he would please you,” he used to say 
ingenuously to his wife. ‘‘He is such an affec- 
tionate fellow, for all his sceptical ways.” 

And he would tell her how, in the days of 
their- early youth, the elder Chazel had been in' 
want of ton thousand francs to pay a hro|;her’8 
debts, and how Armand had immediately lent 
them. ) 

1 

For the first few months Helen listened tp these 
praises 'with brilliant eyes, and a happy sou\l ; she i 
found in them reason for loving still more thu man' 
she lo'^^ed. Since she had been the young man’s 
mistress, these seune praises darkened her 
tensnee as they wounded her love. Did not \the 
husband’s trust degrade the lover 1 If Alfred's 
ingenuoiUB sensibility discovered in this sign, ^ 
well as in many others, a metaiuorphosis iu 
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wife’s character, ho was incapable of rli-sccrning 
its secret cause. It was just this too delicate 
sensibility which rendered it intolerable to him 
to think continuously of evil instincts, disjrraccfnl 
actions, treacheries. There is hardness of heart 
in all distrust. I’he admission of evil tortured 
Cliazel, and he forced 'himself not to think 
about it. 

What, however, was the matter with Helen, 
for she was not the same? He had bej^uu by 
believing her seriously ill, after the visit to the 
doctor, which had paased off as Helen had fore- 
seen. He had accompanied her, had waited in 
the drawing-room of th«‘ celebrated practitioner, 
who was a friend of Arinand’s, and liad afterwards 
been too modest to ask her fof any details. He 
AViis^one of those men who shrcaid the feminine 
natui'e in a deep veneration, to whom the matters 
relating to the sex are confined within inaccessible 
mysterj', who have never looked upon complete 
nakedness. Let him who will I'ecimeile women’s 
pretensions to refinement with the profound con- 
tempt which most of them feel for such men, 
while the purest have in them a slight weakness 
towards the wicked fellow who has seen and <h)ue 
everything. Everytliing ? They do not know' 
what this is, and they <lream about it. 

Although deeply in love with Helen in the 
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physical nieaniug^ of the term, Alfred had found 
a species of pleasure in sacrificing to the require- 
ments of a health so dear, pleasures which she 
had never shared ; but having scarcely any points 
of comparison, he had come to dream no more. 
Yes, this renunciation was sweet to him — sweet 
and yet useless, since Helen’s countenance was 
shadowed every day, and she was evidently suffer- 
ing. When Alfred saw her absorbed in indefinite 
silence, when he was aware of the thinness and 
paleness of the cheeks that he had known so 
full and rosy, he gave way to unexpressed 
pity. 

“What is the matter with her?” he would 
then ask himself. “What if she is in serious 
danger, and dareli not tell me, that she may not 
make me anxious ? ” ^ 

The result of these reflections was tha^ his 
ingenuousness and trustfulness prompted him to 
venture upon exactly the same procedure that 
would have bepn dictated to him by suspicion. 
Hden had thought it necessary to speak to him 
on several occasions of fresh visits to the doctor,', 
in order to avoid further attempts at intimacy. 

“ Well,” said Chazel to himself, “ I will go to . 
the doctor ; ” and one afternoon towards the end 
of that winter he again found himself, this time 
alone, in the waiting-room, an apartment furnished '; 
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like a mnsoum with that wealth of knick-knacks 
which is characteristic of modern interiors. 

The French windows opened upon the garden 
of the old house, the ground-floor of which was 
occupied by Dr. Louvet. Tlie latter belonged to 
that generation of society scientists who visit the 
hospital in the morning, receive their clients in 
the afternoon, and find means to be as witty as 
idlers in a drawing-room at teii o’clock in the 
evening. Further, they are intelligent enough to 
prepare for the prolonged waitings of their fair 
patients an adornment wherein the latter may find 
something of what they have left at home, and an 
aspect of things similar to that to wliich they have 
been accustomed. Alfred involuntarily felt uncom- 
fortable in this vast room which, "with its tapestries 
and wainscotings and pictures, appeared to be 
intended rather for lordly receptions than for the 
use of suifering humanity. 

He experienced a feeling of relief on entering 
the doctor’s room, in which there was nothing but 
books — a contrast skilfully contrived by Louvet, 
^ who was as able in stage management as he was 
excellent in diagnosis. He Avas a man still young 
and very fair, with a face that suggested some- 
what the traditional type of the Valois, and dark 
eyes of singular penetration. He avhs slight and 
pale, and when he placed his finger against his 
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temple — a familiar gealiire dC IiIr whi'cli was re- 
produced in a fine portrait, by Niltie, that hnngf in 
the room— -he presented a strange blending of ex- 
treme delicacy and studied posture, wliich women 
especially found imposing. 

“How is Madame Cliazel?” he asked in the 
polished and ilctaohed tone wliieli he always 
affected. 

“Well, docthr,” said Alfred, “it is precisely 
about her health that I have come to consult 
you.” 

ft' 

“And why has she not come herself?” asked 
the physician. 

“ She does not even know of the step I have 
taken,” replied the hu.>^bancL “ She causes me 
much anxiety. You know how she is wasting 
away ; you have seen her several times lately.” 

Doctor Louvet listened in the attitude of his 
portrait, with his eyelids half closed. Although 
he was completely mastc'r of himself, as became a 
man accustomed daily to receive the confidences 
of many peisons deprived of hj’pocrisy by the pre- 
sence of danger, he was unable, on hearing theset 
words of Ohazel’s, to restrain a movement of his 
eyelids. Rapid as was this movemont and the 
glance which accompanied it, it could not escape 
poor Alfred, whose whole powers of attention 
were at th^t x^fOTpent concentrated upon thi^ 
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doctor’s face. Why did that f^fhance canso him 
a little shiver, and tempt him to ask : 

“ When have voii seen my wife? ” 

^ V 

Blit it was a question impossible to put. More- 
over, the physician was already making his reply. 

“Wlieu Madame flhazel did me the honour to 
^consult me last” — and thiS” word expressed both 
everything and nothing-T-“she appeared to me to bo 
suffering more particularly in .the nervous system.” 

And he entered into lengthened details re- 
specting the delicay of the feminine organisation, 
dwelling upr)n the contrast between the life to 
which his patient had been accustomed in the 
C(nintry ami the life of Paris. Lacldng in observa- 
tion as Alfred might be, his habit of reasoning 
with precision forced him to recognise the vague- 
ness of this Talk, and he asked somew'hat heed- 
lessly : 

“ And you have no observation to make t<i the 
husband? ” 

“ None,” replied Louvet unth a half smile, 
“ unless it be to spoil our dear patient a good deal 
and to f'.ontradict her as little as possibh'.” 

Alfred’s heart sank within his breast, and Avhile 
the liveried servant, who waited fashionably in the 
physician’s ante-chamber, Ava.s as.sisting him to put 
on his overcoat, he was already being gnaAved by 
this thought ; 
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“ Helen has deceived me. It was not the doctor 
who ordered her to live apart from me. She has 
come to have a horror of me ; bnt, what have I 
done to her? ” 

What had lie done to her ? , A deep melancholy 
took possession of him from the time of this visit 
to Lonvet, of which he was very careful not to 
speak. What was the use of adding another pain 
to those which Helen already felt? For she suf- 
fered, as he could see — bnt why ? Ingenuously he 
made it his study to find out the wrongs that he 
had done her. What frightened him most was 
that he could almost palpably feel the whole 
mystery in his wife’s character. This is one of 
the most cruel trials that can come to a loving 
Imsband. When she was beside him, and alone 
with him, drawing out the stitches in her tapestry, 
he used to look at her and ask himself of what she 
was thinking. 

Of what? All his superiority of education 
availed him nothing in the presence of this silent 
creature whose mere presence troubled him in so 
obscure a fashion. The desire of her person, a 
desire the satisfaction of Avhich he was incapable 
of demanding as a right, paralysed him with a 
sort of nervous suffering which, united to natural 
timidity and to the anxiety respecting this increas- 
ihg paleness, was growing into a veritable torture. 
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And then, when Armand anived in the middle <if 
BTich a Rilenoe, a conipariRon waR inevitably 
instituted on Alfred’s part between liis friend's 
ei'isy manners and hiR own constraint, aiid 
especially between the difficulty which he found 
in talkiiif^ to Helen md the abundance of w<»r<lR 
that came to the Baron de Qnerne. Helen, tt)o, 
appeared to make the same comparison, for in 
Armaud's presence she took an interest at once in 
what was being said 

These visits gave Chazel an uncomfortable feel- 
ing; he experienced a vague impression that he 
was in the Avay in his own house. He had several 
times remai’ked when it was he himself who in- 
terrupted a Uie-h-Ute between Armand and his 
wife, that the conversation suddenly ceased on 
his arrival; he recognised this by the brightness 
in Helen’s ej’es. On such occasions, that he might 
net give way to the vexation which he felt, he 
used to engage in those already mentioned ab- 
stract disquisitions. He saw that his old comrade 
had become more of a friend to his wife than tf) him- 
self, he was hurt by it, he reproached himself 
for feeling hurt, and by the mere fact that he 
reprcdiched himself, I’eflected about it. 

He thus grew accustomed continually to unite 
.the thoughts of his friend with that of his wife. 
But when we depict to oureelves simult.mnously 
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the images of two living persons, it is not long 
before we tk-pict them acting upon each other, and 
in spite <>f himself Alfred came to consider the relti- 
tioiiH winch united Armanel to Helen. To ascertani 
the cause of his wife’s suffering he had proceeded 
by elimination, instinctively studying as a problem 
I he data that he possessed coneerning her, and 
every time that he «lwelt upon the mystery, hi 
always struck upon a thought which he used to 
drive away, and which came back again. At 
other times he asked himself whether she had 
not confided the reason of her’grief to Do Querne, 
was on the point of questioning his friend, and 
then abstained from doing so. 

“ It would not be delicate,” he thought to him- 
self; “if she says nothing to me, she has her 
reasons fur it.” 

Ujie day, hoAvever, he saw her so pale, so down- 
csist, that he took courage. * 

“ You are saffenng, Ibden,” he said; “will you 
find a better friend than I am to whom to confide 
your troubles, whatevei, tliey may bo? " 

“N.iy, 1 have no troubles,” she had replied, 
and she spoke falsely once more. ' 

Why were her eyes then filled with that 
moisture which speaks of suppressed tears? Ah! 
it was because the loving kindness of her husband 
wj^s a torture to her in h^'r torture, were it only 
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by its contrast to the frigirlity of another man, 
the memory of whom was then’ passiuj' llirough 
her heart. Why did the same memory pass at 
the same moment through Alfred’s imagination J 
She, however, kept this memory before her mind, 
while he repelled it. 

“Helen,” he said to himself, “is an honourable 
woman. Aniiand is an honourable man. What 
right should I have to insult them with suspicion 
He takes an interest in her ; did I not desire that 
it should be so? She is attached to him — and 
why not ? Can there not be honourable friendship 
between a man and a woman? ” 

Such were the habitual reasonings by which 
Alfred sought to stifle the growing viper of sus- 
picion. But the more ho reasoned in this w'ay, the 
more his suspicion augmented, since by reasoning 
about his distrust he thought about it, and in con- 
sequence rendered it more present to his mind. 
He ■was striving against these inward thoughts 
one afternoon of that same mouth of Febniary, 
when returning on foot from the Orleans terminus, 
whither a piece of duty had led him. The weather 
was line, the pale, fresh azure of the cool winter 
days was floating over Paris, and although it took 
him out of his way, Alfred entered the Jardin des 
Plantes, in order to enjoy his walk a little. At a 
turning in one of the main avenues of the garden. 
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fais heart beat more qiiickly, for walking slowly 
under the bare trees, and talking together in an 
absorbed fashion, he had just, perceived a woman 
who had Helen’s figure and a man with the figure 
of Armand. 

Yes, it was indeed they. He knew so well hie 
wife’s easy gait, and that other somewhat lagging 
step which remiiulod him of so many strolls in a 
college quadrangle, not very far from this spot. 
But why was he seized with acute pain at this 
meeting? What could be more natural than that 
Helen shfmld Avalk thus with Armand, what more 
natural or more innocent? Do people who wish 
to do wrong come in this way into a public 
garden? They were not even arm-in-arm. Yes, 
but why had not Helen mentioned at luncheon 
that she Avas going to walk with Armand? Did 
she not know that he Avould think nothing of it? 
Hiding from him ^ Why? 

“ I will go up to them,” he thought. “ I will 
speak to them, and soon see whether she is confused. 
But no ; it would look as though I had followed 
them. Perhaps they have met by chance? What 
if I were now to follow them ? ” 

The thought of such espionage sickened him. 

They were still walking in front of him in that 
vast avenue which runs beside the bison enclosure 
and the bear-pita Overhead, the gigantio trees 
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curved their naked boufjliK, the IdacknoKS of which 
stood out sadly against the blue sky. Chazel felt 
his limbs shaking beneath him, and sank upon a 
bench. Ho told himself that he must either look 
upon this meeting as a most natural thing, an<l in 
that case it was childish not to speak to his wife 
and her friend, or else — anil it was just this second 
hypothesis whose sudden thrusting into his mind 
paralysed him. 

“ All,” he said to himself, ‘‘ will be explained on 
her return.” 

•, Stmie minutes jtassed away in this anguish and 
irresolution. The couple disaj)2')eared in the direc- 
tion of the httle hill that leads to the labyrinth. 
Chazel was almost hajipy at their disappearance. 
It provided him with a pretext for not acting im- 
mediately. And, in fact, he Avent out of the garden 
by the opposittj gate, saying to himself, in vindi- 
cation of the inii»otence of will to Avhich he had 
just fallen a victim, that it was, moreover, .the 
surest Avay of arriving at a certainty. If Helen 
i^oke to him in the evening about this walk, the 
walk was, as he behoved it to be, innocence itself. 
If not^but what sort of ideas was he again taking 
into hie head? 

The shock had been so groat that, instead of re- 
turning home, he walked about for part of the 
aftemoon. The advent of the moment when he 
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would Bee his wile again was now what ho desired, 
and at the same time what ho most dreaded. He 
was on the point of turning hack and entering tlie 
garden again, but it was too late. 

He stepped upon tile dock of one of the boats 
luat ply on the Seine, and there, mingling with 
the crowd of lower middle-class folk, he watched 
the water breaking a, gainst the aiclu'S, and shat- 
tering against the quays, the construction (.)f which 
he mechanically examined; and ho followed ivith 
his gaze the huge lighters, with the clean little 
painted houses standing in thtj centre. The ait*’ 
became keen, l»ut lie did not mdiei* it until he had 
reached Auteuil. He lauded under the viaduct, 
amid the din of the fair which every afternoon 
attracts such a strange tribe of prostitutes and 
their followers. He returned on foot along the 
interminable parapet. His anguish Avas so great 
that he could not remember having ever experi- 
enced anything analogous to it. His heart was 
paining him in his left breast, bo that it seemed as 
though Itreath would fail him. Night was falling 
fast, the winter night, whose oncoming is so melan- 
choly. The death struggle of the light is so cruelly 
like the agony of thought! 

Here ho Avas at last at his oavii street, iu his own 
courtyard, in front of his own door. lie did not 
ask whether his Avife had letui'ued, but ho Aveut 
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j<trnight to her room, and knocked modestly. 
Helen’s clear voice said, "‘Come in/’ He was in 
her presence, and involuntarily ho looked at her 
feet. She still wore her walking boots, witli thal 
trifle of dust on them which sliows that a woman 
has gone on foot. All 1 how ho Would have liked 
to quesfion her! But instinctively ho grasped 
that which constitutes Iho powcrlessness of all 
jealousy; what is the use of entering, with 
a woman who is mistrusted, upon a discussion 
turning upon this very mistrust ( Slio will not 
destroy it by saying ‘‘No/’ seeing that theie is ii(> 
belief in her. 

“Where do you come from so late?” Helen 
asked tranquilly. No, never had a being capable 
of falsehood such betauiiful eyes, and such a beau- 
tiful smile. 

“Guess/* he said, with more ealmncss. yiic 
was, no d(jubt., going herself to tell him of hei 
walk, and as she was silent he went on : 

“From Auteuil. I walked because I did iKtl 
leel well. And you?” he. questioned, witli an 
anxiety grown terrible once more. 

‘‘ 1 have been shopping,” she replieil. 

Ahl why had he not the courage to tell her that 
fthe had just uttered a falsehood ? He sat down 
with the sharp point buried still deeper in his heart. 
She let the conversation drop, and resumed her book. 

K 
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“A frightful novel that Moiiweur Do Querue 
lent me,” she said. “ It is the story of a woman 
who deeei\eH her lover, and does so while loving 
him. Authors don’t know what to invent now-a- 
days.” 

Tier eyes shone as she uttered these words. She 
had pronounced the word “ lover ’’ with an intona- 
tion which distressed Alfred. She seemed to im- 
part a mysterious depth to those two syllables. 
Ah! he would have given his blood at that 
moment to have her speak to him of her walk ! 
After all, she had perhaps attaclied no importance 
to her reply. But neither then, nor at dinner, nor 
during the evening that followed, did she breathe 
a word about it. About ten o’clock, Armand 
arrived in his dress coat ; he was going out after- 
wards. She received him with the words : 

“You have been quite well since yesterday?” 

Ah, the deceiver I the deceiver ! 

Alfred had seated himself at the corner of a 
table under the pretence of having some papers to 
examine, and fiom time to time he watched them 
couversiug, those two beings whom he loved best 
of all the world. Was it possible that a crimiual 
mystery united tliem, and at the expense of him-, 
self, whom they had betrayed? This Armand, 
vhoni ho h.ad seenplajnug in his schoolboy dress—- 
had he been his brother he could not have loved 
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him more. What nobility of brow I what grace of 
gesture 1 And this was the man who was a villain, 
for to deceive such a friend as himself was villainy. 

Aud she, with her medallion-like profile, Avitli 
her modesty and proud reserve 1 No ; it was lie, 
Alfred, who was losing _ his senses. A walk 
in a garden — what coulil be more innocent ? 
Perhaps — ^for he knew that slie was charitable, 
and so did Armand — yes, perhaps, they were both 
g<iing to visit the poor. But, then, Avhy this reti- 
cence V Avhy this deception? And why did ho 
himself keep silence ? To this he could have given 
no reply, except that speaking was beyond lus 
strength, just as acting had lately been. 

Aud Armand and Helen conversed with tran- 
quillity. He listened to their voices utteiing 
words of unconcern, and all his dim suspicions, all 
liis repressed doubts, came back simultaueously to 
his sold. 



CHAPTER VI. 


When Alfred Chazel had aaid good-night to Helen 
as usual and was left alone, he began to suffer 
with an intensify of which he himself could not 
have believed himself capable. He had now no 
longer any need to discuss the fact. His wife had 
lied to him. The clearness of this simple fa(.-t pro- 
strated him. He could hear her say in that voice 
whose slightest inflections he knew so well : 

*‘ How liave you been since yesterday I” 

The last four syllables rang pitilessly in liis ear 
and to the depth of his heart. He had just lost, 
never, never agaiu to recover it, complete trust in 
that gentle voice, in these beloved eyes. There- 
are no such things as petty insincerities; a person 
who has once deceived may always deceive. The 
perception of this natural law, the same percep- 
tion which had prevented Armand from bel^ving 
in Helen, was torturing Alfred at this moment, 
Liarl Liar I When he came to the utterance of, 
this word, he gave forth an outbreathing of 'grief 



A LOVE CRIME 


149 


as he paced to aud fi’o about hia study, to wliioh, 
as often of an oveninfjj, he had Avitlidmwii. 

On one of the walls was displayed a long black- 
board, covered with a medley of algebraical for- 
mulae. Between the twf* windows stood a white 
wooden table constructed so as to facilitate writinir 
in a standing position. Another low table, in- 
tended for coiTespondence ; a bookcase tilled with 
tall niathcinatioal volumes; engraved likenesses of 
Lagrange, Fresnel, Cauchy, aud Laplace; a 
leathern divan, and a carpet, completed the fiir- 
,iiture of a room, the abstract, peaceful aspect of 
%7hich presented a stiango contrast to the dis- 
turbed countenance of the man who ’was walking 
about in it at that moment; aud the contrast 
Bymbolised only too well the drama that was be- 
ing enacted in the existence of a man born for 
study, for prolonged aud painful thought, for 
' labour, aud eonstvuined to action by the 

Buddeu revelation with which he had just l)een 
visited. 

Yes, the neces.sity for action was present and 
• inevitable. I'o rest at the suspicion which was 
l.tonuentiug him at that moment was what he could 
not do — neither morallj”, witliout ]f)sing self-respect, 
,noir physically, for the pain of it was too great. 
As he raised his head Avith a gesture of despair, 
* ^8 eyes encountered the board; he perceived the 
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pigna of hia calcnlatioDfl traced in chalk with 
that absolute equality of lettering, that absence of 
thick and thin strokes, which imparted an appear- 
ance of incomparable lucidity to his writing. The 
sudden sight of this changed the current of his 
grief. 

“ Let us reason out the thing/’ he said aloud, and 
involuntarily he recovered for sul^servieiice to his 
passion all the methodical habits contracted by 
his intellect. "-Yes,” he went on, ‘‘let us reason 
it out.” 

He sat down beside his fire in an easv-chair, 
and, with his forehead resting upon his hands, 
gathered together all his thoughts, which were 
not long in shaping themselves to the following 
dilemma : 

“ There are two alternatives. Either the walk 
and the falsehood are to be explained by some 
petty, innocent motive, a visit of charity or 
* a chance meeting, and they have not spoken 
to me about it owing to a false dread of displeas- 
ing me; or else, the walk and the falsehood 
indicate that there is a mystery betweeh Helen 
and Arraand. Let us speak out and say that they 
love each other. Inhere is no means of avoiding 
the alternative. In the first 1 should have to 
scold Helen for believing me to be so childishly 
jealous ; in the second — 
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Here his imagination paused, being taken un- 
awares. There was witliin him no auticipatoiy 
prevision of a misfortune of the kind. The pi actieal 
rules, received and accepted in his youth, upon 
which his whole life was based, did not afford an 
answer to this cruel hypothesis. On the other hand, 
ho had for the determining of his will neither 
that dread of public opinion which serves to guide 
nearly all husbands in similar crises, nor the 
startling physical vision, that besetting, unendur- 
able vision which maddens a jealous man by 
showing him sexual union, fleshly abandonment, 
irredeemable pollution. 

The fact that Helen and Armand loved each 
other did not for a moment signify to Chazel that 
she was the young man’s mistress. It sigm'fied 
that she had given him her heart. But then what 
was his duty as her husband? For lack of pic- 
viously adopted principles, he suffered himself to 
be led away by the mania for absolute, ideal 
theories that is characteristic of mathematicians. 

“ M}"" duty, if 1 am becoming an obstacle to her 
happiness, is to sacrifice myself. She must be 
left free ; all must be given up.” 

He thought immediately of his son; he could 
Bee the little gestures, the pretty face, the bright 
eyes of the child whom he had already moulded in 
hie own Ukeuess. 
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“Ahf” ho said to himseJf, “i liHve no rijylit to 
forsake him. But tt) take liiin with me — to de- 
prive his. mother of him '! ” 

The tragic nature of this possibility disconcc-rted 
his intellect afresh, and like a timorous swimmer 
who has ventured a few fathoms too tar, ho 
speedily returned to the })lace wlicre he conlil 
keep his footing, Avliere his reasoning stood firm 
close to the facta, 

“ 1 am losing my head,” he. groaried. “ 'J'he 
(piestion is, does she love himt Does slie imt 
love him 1 ” 

He had risen once more, and was walking witli 
a more hunied step than before. 

“How can I find out'? How? how? ” he askeil 
himself, and the emotion of uncertainty became so 
insupportable to him that he said to himself: 
“Let there be an end of it. I will come to an 
understanding with Helen — and at cmce.” 

He looked at the clock which Avas pointing 
to midnight. He had been in these throes for an 
hour. He left his study with the lamp in his hand 
The narrow Avoodeu staircase, Avhich Avas covered 
Avith a red caipet, Avas devoid of sound and light. 
All the servants were in bed Ho Avent down the 
steps of thb staircase leaning on the bannistera. 
Ids legs trembling, his lips parcliod, his throat clink- 
ing. He vtis in front of the door of his Ayife’s bed 
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room. He ^j^ave two slif?ht k!i()(3kR with tlie hacik of 
liis liiind. 'J'liere was no reply. He turned the 
brass liainllo aiid leaned against it. The tloor 
was double-locked, and the key was inside. 

She is asloe})/' lie said to hiinsell'. 

Tluj aotion of d»3sceiiding the stairs, and then of 
pressing against tlie door, fiad used up the feverish 
imj)ulHe [irodiiced by exciess of uncertainty. In- 
stead of knocking again, he i>auKed, motionless. 

“She is asleep," he repeated to himsedf; - if I 
awake her, what shall 1 sav to liert " 

Ho roJiiained stamling against tlio wall, with the 
lamp at his feet, listening. Ojily the iimrinur of 
no(-'tnrnal Paris reached him, and -he rotlecled. 
Ho could MOO by anticipation the manner in Avhich 
Helen would receive him. She would be lying in 
her bed, her plaited hair rolled about her ht“a<l, 
while the lace of her fine night-dress quivered at 
neck and wrist. 

At the thought of this, Alfred experienced a thrill 
of aiuorons emotion that restored to him the 
timidity wnth which the desire of his wife’s person 
always overwhelmed him, and he continued to 
picture the scene. 

“ What shall I say to her? — ‘ Yoii have Hod to 
me.’ And what will she reply ?” 

He foresaw the countless pridexts that Helen 
Could advance to’explaiu her walk. 
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“I sliall apkher: ‘ Arpyun in lr*vo withArmand?’” 

He felt himself incapabh; of being the first to 
articulate the words in that way. Moreover, what 
might not the result of the question be? If it 
were not true that she was in love with Armand, 
he would inflict useless pain upon lier, which vtould 
aggravate still further their divorce of intimacy. 
What if it were true? She would not acknow- 
ledge it. She had lied just now. What would 
another lie cost her? 

Irresolution proved the stronger. He went up 
to his study again without having made a fresh 
attempt. There was a lull for u few minutes, such 
as succeeds to acute crises. It was one o’clock in 
the morning. 

“ I will go to sleep,” he said to liiniHelf. “ When I 
awake it will be time enough to Jiuike up my mind.” 

As was usual with him, he arratiged a few 
papers, carofully covered up the fire to avoid acci- 
dents, and was almost tranquil as ho got into bed. 
But scarcely was he there before his anguish began 
again, more torturing thaji before. I'he avenue in 
the Jardin dos Plantes again extended its vault 
of naked branches beneath wrhich Helen and Ar- 
rmind passed along. What were they saying to 
each other? The well-known voice uttered again 
the fatal sylliibles, “ Since yesterday 1 ” Ah 1 Liar I 
liar I the deceiver! ' 
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Once more the nece8.sit.y for action pressed in its 
inevitableness upon this purely speculative naturi*. 
Ilis thoughts distributed themselves again into two 
groups. 

“Either they love each other or they do not 
love each other. If they do? — If they do not? — 
How can I find out ? From her? From him ''' ” 

The thought of coming to an explanation with 
De Querne presented itself abruptly, and as this 
thought, while satisfying the need for acting, de- 
ferred the action for several hours, Alfred began 
nientall}’’ to muster all the arguments that told in 
its favour. 

Such an explanation would not involve any of 
the drawbacks which must follow a conversation 
with Helen. If Armand and she did not love each 
other, everything woidd remain as it was, since 
she was in ignorance of her husband’s suspici<m 
and of the step that he had taken. If they were 
in love with each other, he would extort tlie 
acknowledgment of the fact more readily from the 
loyalty of liis friend. The latter at least had not 
lied to him. Could he have replied otherwise than 
as he did to Helen’s phrase, that simple phrase 
Uiat was so tenible to himself, Alfred : “ How have 
you been since yesterday? ” To receive the young 
man with these words was tantamount <o a pro- 
hibition to speak. 
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Again, there are enspicions lespecting which one 
t’riend. lias no right to keep silence towards anotliei’. 
If he, Alfred, were to learn that Arnjand had 
harboured an insulting distrust of him in his 
heart without speaking of it, would he not feel 
deeply wotmded'? Would he not consider such 
silence an unwarrantable affronts Well, then, he 
would not offer this aflfront to I)e Qneme. lie 
would go to him with open hand and heart, and 
show him all his trouble. Such a step had further 
in its fav»)ur the fact that it would involve prac- 
tical results, lie might ask his friend to come to 
the Rue de La Rochefoucauld less frequently. If 
he were mistaken in his distrust, and if the real 
cause of Helen’s giief had been confided to 
Arniand, he might speak of it Avithout indelicacy 
on that occasion, in the course of the conversa- 
tion. 

During the whole of that long night he turned 
this plan ovc-r and (wer, and in the end it impressed 
itself upon his wall. Tt»wards morning, he fell into 
that dark overwhelming sleep Avhich follows 
upon excessive deperditions of nervous energj'. 
Upon awaking, he again found himself face to face 
with his resoluti()n of the night before ; he foresaw, 
unless he acted, a day worse than that horrible 
night, and at nine o’clock he Avas riiigijg at 
^maud's door, not without a thrilling of his whole 
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heart, yet with decision. These abstraot souls, to 
whom action is so repellent, are capal)le of energy, 
provided this energy be sustained by reasoning, 
just as inipiissicjiied souls di-rive their force Iroin 
blind impulse, and arid souls from a clesir percep- 
tion of self-interest. 

Many days had gone by since Chazcl had 
entered tJie rodnis iji the Rue Lincoln. The valet 
who answered his ring, an old servant of the De 
Quernu family, was tho same who formerly used 
to come to the school to take Armand away for his 
holidays. The few words that this man uttered 
when asking about his master’s old companion 
M'ith the familiaiity ot f<.)rmer days, brought real 
comfort to Alfred. He experienced an awakening 
of memories that to him was equivalent to an ini- 
pressiou of friendship. 

“The baron is in his bath,” the servant went 
on, “but if Monsieur Alfred will walk into the 
drawing-room,” aud he opened the door with 
attentive assiduity, “ and read the papers,” and he 
banded them. Then kneeling in front of the tire 
to put on a fresh log, he asked : 

“ Will Monsieur Alfred take tea with the baron?” 

These trifling attentions softened Alfred; in 
them he found as it were a palpable renewal of the 
intimacy in which he had lived with Armand. 
The aspect of the room heightened this first im- 
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presdou still more. He knew the room well ; ho 
had seen it foniiing year by year, and luruiture 
being added hi furniture. At every visit ho waa 
aware of some slight, alterations. 

“ Stay, that’s new, is it not? ' ho W(»uld say to 
his friend, who used then to explain to him the con- 
venience or rarity of his recent acquisition. 

He went up to the low bookcase, and by the 
look of the binding recognised some books which 
must have been college jnizeti. He took one out 
and saw the stamp of the Vanabosto School 
printed on the green shagreen. He replaced 
the volume, and the courtyard of the school was 
revived before his mind. What delightful hours 
had been spent in Avalkiug round that yard with 
Annand — an Annand who, despite the years, re- 
sembled the Annand of to-day ; and to con\’iuce 
himself of the fact, he proceeded to look at a 
profile of his friend done by Bastion-Lepage, in the 
refined and exact manner of this master’s por- 
traits. From the portrait Alfred passed on to the 
photographs scattered over the mantelpiece; the 
comrades, living or dead, that they represented, 
had been known by him, ay, by him also. 

Ah I from the most insignificant objects in the 
apartment there issued a voice to protest on behalf 
of the fiiendship that united De Querne and himself. 
After the anguish of the night before, this atmo- 
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sphere of settled affection operated ijowerlully on 
Alfred’s heart and brought him relief. 

“ How well it was I came,” he reflected, throw- 
ing himself into an easy- chair, and looking at 
the fire, the flames of which were assuming a 
joyous brightness: “I will tell him everything in a 
straightforward way: what is the good of artifice? 
And I have full confidence that everything will be 
explained.” 

He hail reached this stage in his meditations, 
when he ielt a hand laid on his shoulder. It was 
the hand of Armaud, who had just come in. But 
Altred'H absorption had been too great to admit of 
his being disturbed liy the noise of the door. The 
young baron was wearing a handsome morning 
jacket of black quilted silk, light trousers, and 
thin patent leather shoes, while all about him there 
floated the fresh odour of a scent which Alfred 
suddenly recognised. Tliis same delicate aroma 
Avas diffused around her by his Avife ih the morning 
hours when she Avent about in those loose dresses 
which best indicated the suppleness of the lines of 
her person. The fact that Helen and Armand made 
use of the same perfume Avaa sufficient, in Alfreds 
preifent condition of soul, to make the soothing 
influence of youthful memories give Avay once 
more to the indefinable, the vague and torturing 
'suspicion of the night before. He looked at 
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his friend, bnt the latter seeinecl to be occupied 
solely with the preparations for his breakfast. 
The valet had wheeled a little movable table up to 
the fire, and aiTangod upon it a silver urn, a cup, 
slices of toast. Initter and honey. 

“Another cuji for Monsieur Chazel,” said Ar- 
niand. 

“ Monsieur Alfred has refused already,” said the 
servant. 

“ Then you will allow me,” Arinand resumed in 
a cheerful tone. 

Sitting down, he poured the Mack tea into the 
enp, and then the hot wuti'r, calculating the 
proportion between them just as though liis friend 
had not been present. Was this the attitude of a 
man who had a secret to conceal'^ 

“No,” said Alfred to himself, “if there were any 
mystery between Helen and him, my visit Avould 
put him out, he would want to know the reason of 
it. Are you. not astonished,” he w^ent on aloud, 
“ to see me so early in the morning? ” putting his 
question with that incapacity for dissimulation 
which is characteristic of veiy sincere jieople, and ' 
which causes them abnost involuntarily to continue 
outwardly and verbally their inmost thoughts^ 

“I suppose you have some little service to ask of 
me,” replied the other, “ and I am quite ready to 
perform it.” . y} 
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Thou to hiinsolf ; Poor Alfieilistno ingeuuniiB. 
He -VA {lilts to kiHiAV A\liy 1 iiiu not astoiiislitd. Woll, 
1 ccrfiiiiily ought to he so, and should he cxjiecting 
a quostifdi from him ahout Helen— Avhat else could 
it be ahout? She ■would md helieve me Avlien 1 
told her that he was growing jealous. 'Well, Ave’ll 
lie as well as we can, since so much is due to her;" 
and he buttered a slice of toast, not without a 
certain melancholy at this necessity for lying, for 
he ha<l jirescivcd the haughtiness of personal pride 
which BO often outlives true loftiness of feeling. 

“Yes,” Allied resumed, in a tone of voice the 
seriousness of which revealed lu>w deeply he felt 
the laesent inteivicAv, “you are my tiiend — my 
friend. Yes, 1 believe it, I knoAV it.” 

It might have been thought that he Avas ques- 
tiojiing himself the better to assure himself of his 
OAvn sincerity. He Jigain repeated, “ I helieA'e it,” 
looking at Arinand as he had never ventured to 
look at him in his life before. His eyes no longer 
expressed anything of that awkward timidity Avhich 
in all arguments caused Alfred to feel beattui 
beforehand, even AA’hen he was right a bundled 
times over. 

“ And it is because you are my friend,” he Avent 
on, “ that I came to you to-day. Aniiaud, you see 
in me the most uuhappj'^ of men.” 

The other raised his head, Avhicb, as though to 
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pour Rome more tea into a cup tliat was already 
half full, he had bent down beneath liiM liiend's 
gaze. He h)oked straight at the loyal man whom, 
in that very room on the eve of the hist assigna- 
tion, he laid in tlunigiit held so clieaj). (Ihazel 
had allowed Ins eyeglass to fall. His clear eyes 
allowed tlie very depths of his soul. In them there 
was legiliie pain, so terrihle ami so genuine that it 
rendered touching and tragie a situation wliich, at 
any other moment, Armaiid would have considered 
veiy ridiculous — that, namely, of a deceived hus- 
band suflering fiuni suspicion of the decejition in 
the presence of the very man who has deceived 
him. No, it was simple, naked liuman suflering — 
that real suffering which grips your vitals like tlie 
shriek of a })asser-by when crushed by a carnage 
at a slreet-conier. Arinand Ruddenly felt tin’s 
sympathy of humanity, then immediately after- 
Avards a secred feeling of nncoinfortableiiess at the 
thought that he was himst*Jf the cause of this visible 
suffering; and he listened to Alfred, wlio cem- 
tinued speaking. 

‘^1 have come to tell you things that people do 
not talk about, but you must listen to me. I am 
very unhappy, my friend, and for very vulgar 
reasons. Ah! there is iiotlimg romantic in my 
story. It is comprised in a single line : I love my 
wife and my wife does pot love xue, How and how 
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"resitly I love her you cannot unrlcrstiinrl — no, not 
even you. I am a timid, awkward tollow, 1 know, 
and have alwaya known. When quite a yoiinty 
man, 1 pictured in my dreams the id(‘al face of a 
woman. I called lier my madonna — but I am 
talking uonHeiKso to you. Let me go on. It wasJ 
she who coml'ort<*d me for t!ie rest — those who all 
treated me witli seoru — and it was she tliat 1 loved. 
When I saw Helen, 1 found in her a likeness to 
this chimera such as I had never met with. Do 
not smile. Just understand me. . 1 mariieil her. 
At first I was quite sensible of the fact that she 
was not very happy. I said to myself : Time \vill 
bring eveiything right. Time has brhught nothing 
right. The mai-tyialom that it has been to me to 
see her dull, wearied, aud sad, and to be aide to do 
nothing for her — ah I no one shall ever know. 
Espeeially since wo have been living in Puns, I 
can see that she is sinking into still greater melaii- 
chedy, that her poor face is gi'owng thin and her 
eyes ludlow. She is suffering aud wasting away 
before my eyes, every day a little more, and I am 
unable to do anything and am ignorant of the 
cause. Can you understand what a torture it is 
to see a woman loved tis I love her passing away 
hour by hour by my very side, and not even to know 
the reason ? ” 

He had risen as ho uttered these words. In. 
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jmijKH’tion an the phraf^cs cani*.' to him, they 
s.'wt'pt away ihi* ]ilaii ol diecouise "which he had 
prepared on Lin way from the Rnc de La Rdchefon- 
cauld to the Rne Lincoln. He had allowed himself 
to feel ulond. He }»as8ed his hand across his eyes 
and Avent on : 

“I am Avanderinpf. Why do I tell you all- 
these things I have come to ask you "whether 
you knoAV what is the matter Avith her.” 

And he stopped in front of Arniand, Avho also rose. 
The latter .was trying to guess the object of his 
old oompaiiion’s tiiade. He was aAvare that in a 
conA’eisation of this kind the chief })oint is to ab- 
stain from informing tme’s interlocutor of Avhat he 
may not knoAV. To Alfred's abrupt question In; 
rejdicd in the A’aguest of fonuulas: 

“Why, hoAV could I knoAv any more than your- 
sr-f'” 

“ Armand,” said the other, going up to him and 
laying his hands upon his shoulders, “ do not de- 
ceiv'e. me. I jun able to hear anything; I am 
ready for anything. Yes, if Helen loved some oue, 

1 should efface myself, 1 should go aA\-ay. I 
should take my son with me, and alloAv her to 
begin her life anew. A revengeful husband — how 
I despise such a man as that ! Either he does not 
love — and then for what does he take rcA’engef 
For a wound dealt to his pride? What pitiful*' 
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nesfi! Or olse ho does love, (tiirl has only to Inuiii' 
about the happiness of the woman ho loves at the 
cost of his own. Ah, I have not the ideas of the 
world I Answer me, Armaud, is Helou in love 
with any one? ” 

“ I tL‘ll you again. IIow_ should 1 know I " 

“Ah I” exolaiinod Chazel, taking his friend's 
arm and grasping it with all his strength, “ who 
can know if not you? Did you consider me blind 
to such a degree as not to see that you were be- 
coming her most intimate confidant I If she does 
not talk to you about herself, her lifer, her feelings, 
what do you say to each other in your endless 
conversations? Why do you become silent when 
I appear, if you are not speaking of things that you 
do not want me to hear? Why do you hide from 
me I ” he continued violently. 

“We hide from you?” said Armaud. 

“ Bo silent,” returned Alfred, laying his hand 
upon his friend’s mouth, “ do not say what is false. 
I can endure falsehood no longer. I must have 
the truth, whatever it may be. I saw you yester- 
day in the Jardin des Plantes, in the main avenue. 
I was there — I saw you. You were walking to- 
gether, and in the evening she said to you : ‘ Ilow 
have you been since yesterday?’ You do not 
ludo from me? Repeat that now. Ah, why have 
. you both lied to me.‘» ” 
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“Yon aro right,” replied Armand, “we ought to 
have spoken to you about it iuiniediately. H’hat 
is the way in which the most inuoceiit things 
apsnmo an appearance of mysteiy.” 

While affecting the most absolute calninops, he 
paid to himself: “Helen is saved.” Logical on 
this point with his everlasting distmst, he used at 
every meeting to agree witli his inistress upon a 
common explanation to be given in case of surprise, 
and ho went on aloud: 

“ Madame de ( liazel was returning from a visit 
of charity; 1' met her in the garden, and we 
w'aikod together for a little because the weather 
was fine. She asked me to say nothing about it 
to you, because you Avould scold her for going in 
tljat way into the low quarters of the town.” 

And it was true that Alfred, still a provincial 
in this restiect, used often to speak of the dangers 
that a w'oman might incur alone in out of the way 
corners in Paris. 

“ You have the means of ascertaining whether I 
am telling you the tnitli,” added De Querne. 
“ Take a cab, go home, and ask Madame Chazel. 
I shall not have time to forewarn her, shall II 
You will see whether she makes you the same 
reply.” 

“For what do you take me?” said Alfred, “I 
have a horror of such spying w^ays. I am already 
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too much ashamed of having spoken to ymi in 
tins way. — Annand,” In* said, advancing towards 
his friend, “ give me your word of houfmr that 
Heh'ii and you arc not in lnv(> with each other." 

“ Madame (Tiazel and I!” exclaimed Dp tiiuerno, 
“nay, I give you my Avord of honour that not 
a Avoid lias passed 4etA\-een us that AA'as not one of 
sini])le, hoiiourahle frioinlship. In my turn I Avill 
ask you: ‘For what do you take me?’” And 
with the si'crct loathing of all his pride he added 
inwardly; “What mean actions a Avoman can 
make a man commit ! ” 

“ 'riieii 1 ask your forgiA’cness," returned Alfred, 
“for 1 suspected you. Ahl I am not AATonging 
you; I dnl not believe that thero Avas anything 
betAveen you. No, I think too highly of you both 
But I thought that she might liaA-e formed an 
afl’eetion for you and you for her. She is charming, 
and you, Annand — why you ha Am all that I haAm 
not! You are handsome, refined, AAUtty. And I, 
I haA'e onh' this," he said Avith a heart-broken 
gesture, striking his l>reast above liis lieart. 

“'II(»a.vensl wliat I sliouhl have suffered had it 
been true ! Just think, to have lost both her who 
is my entire life, and you whom I liked so niueh! 
■You do not know, Armand, how sincerely I am 
your friend — ^^just let mo tell it you lor once. At 
our ago those protestations are ridiculous — but 
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what is ridi<!ule to me ^ With my father, and 
before I knew Helen, you are the person I loved 
most. lam of the Newfoundland breed; I must 
have some one to be attached to. Throughout my 
youth you were that some one to me. When we 
were children, 1 sliould have liked you to have 
a sacrifice to ask of me, something very difficult, 
almost impossible of execution. You were in my 
eyes like a more fortunate, brother. I was not 
jealous of all your superior (pialities; I was jn-oud 
of them. When I got married you were not able 
to come to Bourges. Well I will you believe 
it, my heart throbbed when I introduced you 
to ray wife in Paris ? If you had not boon pleased 
with her I should have been so unhappy. Think 
of that my friend, my dear friend,” and he clasped 
his hands, ** and you will excuse me for having 
said anything painful, or wounding to you. You 
and she, to lose you both I Ah 1 I should have 
gone away. I should have sacrificed everytliing 
to yoiir happiness. But it would have killed 
me ! ” 

"He sank into the easy chair as though exhausted 
by the emotions that he had just experienced. 
His agitated face revealed too clearly the exces- 
siveness of his grief, and Armand felt unspeakably 
moved by looking upon such a spectacle of sorrow* 
and wealcness. By truthfulness of soul, Alfred had 
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just re-e«tal)lisliud between them tho true iiahiie 
of the situation. lluKbauiis are not so often ridicu- 
lous, as the pi’ovcrb says, l)ut by reason of llic 
deceived vanity winch is at the bottom of nearly 
all their Iwtterness, or of tho trinm[)haiil: vanify 
whicli is at the bottom ('f their fancit'd security. 
But Alfred, face to face wilh Armand, was trust 
fai'O ti> fac*e with treachery, serious love, ready for 
tlio most trajijjic sacrifict^s, face to face with lln^ 
depraved fainw cd* pride and sense that scru}»l(* 
had restrained. 

And Armand was silent. Alfred’s atfecdioii and 
esteem smote him as with a hand. Ah ! how ho 
would hav^^ likod t(» have said to this man : 

Yes, I liavo lied to von. 1 have rubbed von of 
your -wife. I had the excuse that 1 did not knoAv 
how much you loved lier and how much you lovc^l 
me. Choose now the reparation that it may please 
yon to require, and 1 Avill grant it yf>u. Let us put 
an eud to it." 

Yes, but what of Helen ^ Idle secret of adultery 
does not belong to a single individnal. 'I'o his 
dlfty towards Alfred was opposed anothei duty — 
jft duty of honour also, and ouc freely contracted — 
and he was silent, feelinggp, ven* child in tlie jne- 
sence of this honesty which snliered and wept 
before him, honesty possildy deceived and certainly 
simple. But a man who entrusts you with his 
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pocket-bocik, and wliom you rob of the bank-notes 
in one of the pockets of it, is also deceived and 
simple ; only, on the other hand, yon are a thief. 
Whatever Arniand's supcrionty to Alfred ini^lit be, 
ho found himself, by the mere fact of his own 
treachciy and his friend’s j^ood faith, in that condi- 
tion of humiliation which is intolerable to all liif^ber 
natures. It was an expencnce that lastiid for only 
a few minutes, but it Avas a von' bitter one. 

“Do not pay any attention to this conijilainirif^ 
of mine,” Alfred resumed; “my nerves are un- 
strung. 1 really do not know -why I am like this, 
seeing that I hav<> found w'ith yon the certainty 
that I needed. Ah I thank you 1 ” — and he sprang 
tjprward to Idss his friend as brother kisses brother. 
Under this kiss Armand could feel the blood rising 
to his face. 

“Come,” he said in c-onfusion, “calm yourself.** 

“Nay, I am cuhn,” .xiiid Alfred; “you have been 
so gotxl, you have listened to me with so much 
heart. Alasl” he added mournfully, “how is it 
that 1 cannot have an explanation with Helen like 

'll 

that which 1 have had Avith you? In hf*r pre- 
sence 1 feci BO embarrassed, so constrained.” 

“And,” replieil Armai^, Avho perceived the pos- 
sibility of sparing his mistress a cruel scene, “ you 
also take an exaggerated vieAv of trifles. Shall I tell 
you my opinion about Madame Chazel ? And this 
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opinion lias been confirmed by nil the conversa- 
tions that 1 have had with \ior. Wliat she is suf- 
fering from is the change in her mode of life. The 
atmosphere of Paris, the habits of Paris, the ]>eoj)le 
of Paris, are all enei-vating to her. She nerds 
great consideration. Take^iny advice and spare 
her all discussion. Be gentle wntli her.” 

‘‘Yon are right,” said Alfred, who remembered 
having heard almost the same words in the mtnith 
of the doctor, and this coincidence succeeded in 
moment.'irily tranquillising him. ITe shook his 
head, and uttered the following words, at which 
Anhand felt no inclination to smile : 

“I am an egotist; I see nothing but my own 
grief. But Helen has confidence iu me. You sge 
that I am jealous no longer. Speak to her of me ; 
tell her how much I lov(* her, how I desire only 
her happiness. Explain it all to lier ; she will be- 
lieve you. God I I would give my wliole life for 
a glance of tenderness in her eyes when she looks 
at ine/' 
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WiiEN Alf'nwl (^liazi‘l hful loit <lrawiii^-n)om m 
tli(‘ Ru»‘ Lincoln, Arnnirnl, I)!']!!*;* left iilouc, iclt the 
jiclmI- of fiOein^ clear within hiin‘<clt. Tlnj visit 
from the frieml ol‘ liis oliildliood h.nl hroii^lit liim 
a strangely uiicoiiiforiiihlc* fei'ling which lie was 
iifnihle to sliake oiF eiilier during the cdose of that 
morning, .or dunng tliC afternoon, wliich was 
entindy taken up with going about from one 
pljfcice to another. By a line alleging an imag- 
inary excuse he had redeased liiniRelf from the 
appointiiieiit made with Helen the evening before, 
and in his room as avcII as in the cab wliioh drove 
him from one ncighbouihood to another, he had 
the courage to qiichtifin biinsclf frankly. 

He strcive to beguile with physical motion the 
indefinable and unbearable sadness Avith which the 
scene that he had gone through continuously 
overwhelmed '‘him. He wmit from tradesman to 
tradesman, paying bills that were in arrears, 
leaving cards at houses in wliich ho had not set 
foot for months, and unceasingly Ii© reverted to 
this questioning of the recesses of his conscience: 

4 
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Wliy "waB he so gicatly f?hakcii hy a nalural event 
which it was so eaBy to foresee, and which, wlieii 
all was said, did not resnlt in any disastvouB 
consequence ? 

Bnt no; he could not think of Cliazi'l without 
feeling an inward wound, bleeding and keen. His 
pride had been stricken to its deepest depths. 
He. who since their common adolescence had in 
thought treated Alfred ns an inferi«)r creature, he, 
who hud robbed the p(»or wretch of bis wife 
without the slightest remoisi*, he now had sud- 
denly been ciushed with generosity by this man, 
had been almost outrag<*onsly contemned. Theie 
was no moans of rebelling against it, of standing 
out against ii Of the Im’o it was he, Armtind, 
who was playing the unwnathy part, and he Mas 
]iHined by it in the baser poi’tions of hie being, in 
that pride in taking the fiist place, ■which, from their 
childhood, had been manifested in tlie pettiest 
details. Did they enter a restaurant, tir take pait 
in a country excursion? It was Annaud avIio 
sought to pay, just as he sought to surpass at 
every game, ami to unu prizes at the distributions. 
Vanity had prevented him from choosing a career. 
Vanity again had inclined him to intrigued wtli 
Avomen. Thus he was Jramiliated to the very’ soul. 

' But hifl painful sensations proceeded at the same 
time from a more noble cause. The cord of pity 
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had thrilled withm him at the pip^hing forth of the 
toiTihh* lament to whi«‘h hi‘ hail listened for an hour. 
Aridity of ftoul was 11' »t an ess<Mitial part of Armand 
de Quel lie’s natun^ It was eansed hy the fact 
tliat with liim emotion passed through the brain 
btdbre it K^aelied tile heart, liy a rooted detormity 
to lie found in all intelleetuiil lives, he niiisf nee<ls 
give himself r^astms hn* feeling in sneli or eueh a 
maimer. Tlie powerlessmW to love of whieli ho 
was a victim procoedeil from this jiecmliar disposi- 
tion. lie had never b(‘en abh‘ to l)t‘lit*ve in tlie 
truth of any womans heart, and as a eonsequeneo 
he had always given himself reasons for not loving 
luiv of them luireservedlv. 

Siu-h a Huturt* ih the most miserable of all, fttr it 
pronijtts those who possess it to th(‘ worst acts of 
egotism without seeiiraipf to them the icy and lui- 
eoiisi'ioiiH serenity of true efjfotists, Tims it was 
that the young man uas able to become HeleJi’s 
lover without a seruplc, and to tread upon friend- 
ship as tiai!(£uilly as upon the carpet in tlie room 
Avheve tlioy met ; and yet Altri*d’s sufleriiig liad 
just moved liim to the inmost fibre. Ah! the 
reason was that he did not dispute the sinceiity of 
tliis suft’ering ; he had touched it as though it were 
an object, and. as he believed in it, he felt it. 

At the same moment, and for the first time, 
be perceived the real scope of his conduct. K be 
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had only suspected the depth ef Chazers luve thi 
Helen ! If he ha<l kn<»wn with what ardent friend- 
ehip this man Inal becju attached to himself, 
Aimaiid! Ihil, people form ideas eoii<‘Prninti^ a 
person, and [n-oeeed to no further veriHeation 
'Chey say to theins»‘lves : ‘‘‘This man is unlhinj;'.’’ 
They make no move aeconiit ol“ his existence than 
that of a beast or a plant. And tluMi tliey find 
themsidves f:i(‘<* to face with a heart that heats 
and that has been stricken, with a hap])iness 
that was living- ami that has been slain. Wliat 
miseoncei)tions Ik* at the root of fJnr errors 1 
And how imany of the latter are meudv tin* nnV 
undei standings — but the irreparable nii'^niKhT- 
staudings — of ( ithers ! 

Aniiand de Querne [uirsiied tliese thouglits tlie 
whole day, and at the end of tliem all, eneoiinttaing 
him ill a eontinmnis fasliK»ii above all tlu* lest, was 
the imag(* of Helen, and again of Helen. F<ii 
whom had he betrayed Alfred's confidence'? For 
Helen. I'o whom had he so lightly saeriliced the 
memories of his childhood and his youth? To 
Helen. In whose interest had he just pledged 
that shameful w'orJ of honour? In Helen’s. 
Now the yt>ung man had in his feelings towards 
his mistress reached that moment when the 
, slightest contrariety is S4> exaggerated as to be- 
come almost unbearable; what, then, was to be 
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f-aid of KUfh a humiliation? He had not deceived 
himself -vvlien, on fho veiy eve of the first assigna- 
tion, he had recognised that he could never love 
her. 

He had at first jiassed through a aufficieutly 
sweet period of intc'xicated pleaenre, during which 
ho had abandoned himself to the ehaini of having 
a delightful mistress, as endeaiing us she Avas 
pretty, as submissive as she was impassioned. But 
even at that period he entertained no illusions re- 
garding the nature of the feelings with which she 
inspired him c>r regarding their duration. As to 
tfie deiiionstiations of affection to Avhicli Helen 
surrendered herself, he looked upon them as a 
display of romanticism to he accounted for by' 
long residence in tbe country among bad biioks 
and absurd dreams. 

“ She is a Madame BitA'ary,” be said to liimself, 
and with this simple pbiasc he had answered 
eA'cry thing. 

When once the malady of disbelief has assailed 
a tormented heart, O'eiy fresh detail serves as food 
for it. Helen’s transports and fits of melanclioly, 
her utterances, and her silences, had served for 
weapons against her. Did she abandon herself 
to her feelings with the ardour of a deeply af- 
fected soul? He thoxight badly of her; she was 
a libextiue and nothing more. Did she shroud her- 



A ii6V1B CHIME. 


!77 


self iu melancholy reserve? He thought badly of 
her; she wanted to produce an effect, to assume 
an attitude. Did she question him respecting hiui- 
selt { What tyranny on hor part ! Wan she silent 
Wliat hypocrisy I 

For all this, and by a seeming inconsisteiiey 
such as characterises the ‘facile kindliness of tin* 
indiffei cnt when anxious to save themselves useless 
shocks, Amiand had lent himself to the requisi- 
tions of Helen’s passion. To evade petty contra- 
dictions, he had laid aside many of his habits. He 
declined dinner after dinner, deferred visit after 
visit, distanced his appearances at the club, in the 
Kue Royale. where formerly he used-to show him- 
self nearly every day. “ You are never to bo seen 
now.” “1 thought you were abroad.” “You 
rascal, what good fortune are you hiding from 
us? ” Such were the phrases with which he was 
greeted by nearly every one he met at the comer 
of a footpath, on the threshold of a restaurant, in 
the lobby of a theatre. 

I’hese phrases had at first made him smile. 
They now caused him a vague regret for his former 
mode of life. In proportion as habituation dead- 
ened his pleasure in the possession of Helen, did 
he surprise himself remembering with longing the 
insipid diversions of his freedom, which, as soon 
eu9 they were renewed, he was again to look upop 
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as hateful drudgery. All those ditfereuu .iuades of 
feeling were begin uiug- to have the olFect of render- 
ing his counootion with Helen hnnlonsoino to him, 
and that long before the scene, the cruel recollection 
of which was persecuting him now. But the scene 
once passed through, how could he maintain his 
actual relations Avith his mistress ? 

No, a thousand times no. Ho could not do it. 
And first with respect to himself. 

“ Upon my word,” he said to lamself, “ 1 will 
despise myself up to a certain point, hut not 
beyond. So long as he had not spoken to me — ” 

He paused upon this thought, then went on aloud, 
with lui evil laugh : 

“ Ha! ha I so long as he had not spi/ken to me, 
it was exactly the same thing. Yes, but I did not 
feel it as I do now. 1 have had enough of all this 
lying. Pah 1 Pah I ” and there w'as a physical 
bitterness in his mouth, almost a real nausea at the 
thought of d< ceiving Alfred again, after the step 
that the other had taken so loyally and so aifeo-* 
tionately, 

“And then,” he reflected, “I cannot do it on 
her account. When jealousy has been roused, it 
is never completely lulled again. Alfred would 
understand it all in the end. He would follow bis' 
wife or have her followed. Then, behold a sur- 
prise, a scandal, and the unhappy Helen loses at a 
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blow her positinn, her child, a part, doubtless, of 
herfortune, aud all to be constrained to live with mt' 
who do not love her, aud whom she does not love.” 

In order to give force to the plan of a final rup- 
ture wliich was already being sketched in 'his brain, 
he took pleasure in considering this last thouglit. 
No, Helen did not love hnn. She thought that 
she loved hnn, as slio had probably thought she 
loved Varades aud the rest; for there must have 
been others, in conformity with the axiom that a 
man is never a wtnnau's first or second lover. 

“If wo break, there will be a tearful scene tt) be 
gone through, she will spend a few melancholy 
weeks, enabling her to say to her next lover, with 
eyes raised heavenwards, ‘How 1 have suffered, 
lovel’ or else to her most intimate confidante, 
‘ Oh 1 men 1 men 1 ’ ” 

There was a moment of base merriment ; then 
his reflections began again. 

“ What strange animals women are 1 Here is a 
fellow who has a heart, frankness, and fidelity, as 
they call it; he can love — which is another of 
their expressions — and his wife must deceive him — 
for whom? For a cynic like me who am just the 
opposite. Aud if it had not been I, it would have 
been some one worse. It is humiliating to one’s 
vanity, but refreshing to one’s conscience — yva, it 
would have been some one else.” 
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Au(l a few iiiinuteK latcT : 

“What fine ruasouing, too, in order to justify 
myaelf! Suppose one applied it to iisKassinatiou ! 
If I do not kill you to-day you ■will die sooner or 
later in some other fusluon. The truth is that 
adultery is a great pollution. Pah ! Pah ! ” 

He returned home, tiurning these melancholy 
conclusions over and. over. When he was again in 
his drawing-room and in front of the easy-chair in 
whieh Alfred had sat that morning, he felt still 
more incapable of continuing to be Helen’s lover — 
no, not two days, not a single day longer. 

“We must put an end to it and break with each 
other, and that immediately," he said aloud. 

. He sat down at his table to write to Helen, but 
a note asking merely for an appointment, for 
to break Avith her by letter and leave such a 
wc‘a})ou in her hands would be madness. Why not 
withdraw without seeing her agam as ho had done 
in the case of more than one mistress' It was 
impossible under the circumstances; it would be 
necessary also to renounce ever seeing Alfred 
again. He must therefore resign himself to a 
rupture by means of a scene. 

The most important point was the choice of a 
locality. At her own house ? And what if she had 
hysterics and si)me one came in? In the Rue de 
Stockholm? But what it she threw herself into 
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his arms and the fever of the BeiiRes led liim to take 
her once more, only to leave her afterwards like a 
clown, after possessing her? Once mure, no. 

“This is the best place after all," he said to 
himself. “The fact that the servant is at the door 
Avill be enough to restrain xne from yieddmg to her. 
And if she has an hysterical attack, I liave my 
little travelling medicine chest" And h(“ scribbled 
a note absolutely correct in form. Had Alfred 
intercejdcd the missive he would have found in 
it nothing but an offer voiy natural, considering 
their somewhat exceptional degree of intimacy, to 
show Helen some albums for the choice of a 
costume for a fancy dress ball. In order to 
justify the meeting at his <nvn liouse, he alleged 
the size of the albums and the ditficulty of trans- 
porting them. 

When he had sent this letter, melancholy took 
poseession of him. A sudden vision sliowe<l him in 
anticipation the gladness that Helen would feel on 
the receipt of this note. The two occasions on 
which she had visited the rooms in the Rue Lincoln 
had been holidays of the heart to her. Whaf a 
deception was there a waiting her on the nnuTow ! 

“Come, come,” said Aniiand with energy. “In 
one short month 1 shall be in London for the 
season. On my return they will be spending their 
holidays away from Paris, This ugly story will have 
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a better endiiijaf than many diheiu Poor Alfi-ed! 
There is still time tt) act as an hononrnblomun.'’ 

He said this to himself, and onr miserable hearts 
are «jo ingenious in duping themselves, that while 
he said it he believed it. 

It was a little after two o’clock in the afti'rnoon 
of the following day, when Helen Chazel entered 
this same dr,iwing-room in the Rue Lincoln where 
the day before her husband luul spoken, and 
her lover relleoted, in a manner that would have 
prostrated her soul with despair had she been able 
to know their words and th<»ughts; but she was 
aware of but one thing — her deep joy at seeing 
her lover again after so lopg a time. The past 
forty-eight houre had seemed endless to her. When 
passing in front of the servant she had experienced 
a slight impulse t>f nervous emotion, although she 
had her veil over her face, and the man would 
probably never know her name. Joy at this meet- 
ing prevailed — joy and also anxiety. Since she 
had lost the intoxicated certainty of the early days ' 
of their love, she never parted from Armaud with- 
out asking herself : 

“ How shall [ find him next time? ” 

And now again, while he was relieving her of her 
muff and cloak, she was at once enraptured and 
uneasy. She took off her veil and then merely 
said hi him ; “ How do you do 1 ” lajdng her head 
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upon th€‘ young niuirs phonlder nnd looking at 
him. Tin's look was sufficient to enable Inn’ to 
discern on bis countenance the preinonitoiy tokens 
of the impending conversation. He had said noth- 
ing to her, emd already she knew' that he had not 
brought her to show her albums, that the excuse 
of the preceding day for not seeing her was a false 
one, tliat an imjtortaut event had come to pass. 

Hut what eveut‘1 On tlie occasiim ot their 
walk in the Jardin des Planti’s, just two days 
before, he had been more coaxing, more loving, 
less reserved than "was In's wont. She had almost 
ventured to feel aloud in Ins presence. A sudden 
transition had again ruffled the intimacy between 
them. What was he going to say? He liad 
forced her to sit dow'ii without giving her any 
other caress than the stroking of her hair ■with his 
Iiand, and he began to speak t(» her, relating 
Alfred’s visit of the pre\iouR day, the result of 
their explanations, and the meeting in the Jardin 
des Plantes. 

“You leproached me for being over-prudent. 
You see now ■whether I w'as w'rong in telling you 
that he ivas grow'ing jealous. What did he say 
to you in the evening ? ” 

“Nothing,” she replied. 

Although this hii-th of jealousy on Alfred’s 
part, and the evidence of his deception tow’ards 
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liorself ■were faets of impnrtance to her 

security, what ehiefly coueerned her at that 
moment was tf) ascertain hnw her lover liad de- 
fended his love — their love — and she asked him : 

“ What did yon say to him yonrseH7 ” 

“If I alone had been involved," returned Arrnand, 
“ you can understand that I should not have 
resorted to subterfuge in the presence of such 
loyalty. In short, I have Avronged him, he has a 
right to every rejiaiation, and 1 should haA-e felt 
it a gieat relief to ofler him such; but you were 
implicated, and I gaA'e him my word that theie had 
never been anything but the relations of friendship 
between us.” 

He paused for a moment, and then AA’ent on Avith 
A'isible irritation. 

“As it has iieA’er been our custom, neither his 
nor mine, to haA’e tA\'o such Avoi ds, one true and the 
oth(‘r false, ln.> believed me, and for the moment he 
is quiete-d." 

She listened to him and looked at him, while he 
himself looked at the fire, his elboAvs upon his 
knees, and his chin on his hands. She was asking 
herself : 

“ If we Avere driA^en to such an extremity Avould 
he loA’e me sufficiently to go aAA’ay with me, to 
give me all his life and to accept mine? ” 

She was sileaf, absorbed iu the expectatioi^ 
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of that wlhcli was t(» f()llt>w, uud whi(’li rIio could 
ntft yet fort^see. On his part, he eniployeil his last 
phrase in eontinuatiun. 

“He is quieted— for the moment, ” he repeated, 
and he ein]>haRized the last three w«)rds. “ But 
our relations will l)e rt*nderod vei y thfiicult ones. 
You see, when a man is not suspicions, everything 
that should serve as a pro(»f against, serves as 
a proof for. When a. man is suspicious, the contrary 
happens. Am I nglit'^” 

Hc‘ was eiiil)arrass(Ml l>yth(‘ sihuuM* in which she 
contiiuKMl to look at him. Loaning back in her 
easy-chair, her hands exteinled on the two arms of 
it, her lips ]>arted, she watcluMl, panting'as it were, 
for a gl(‘am of teinhu' tmiotioii on her lover’s face. 
She read on it nothing but the dry retiectiveness witli 
which men set forth the data of a pmee of business, 
llis voice (‘.specially — ^that voice whose slightest 
tones she knew, tlie voic«- which always made its 
way into the remotc'st chambers of her heart — ah ! 
that voice had a cru(.*l, almost metallic harshness. 
Weill ’twas anotlnn’ (episode to join to the tale of 
her prolonged martyrdom, the torture (d’ a living 
creature chained to a dead soul wherein that 
which caused her to writhe in anguish did not 
awake so much as a vibration. Nevertheless, to 
this question, “Am 1 right,'’ she replied in a voice 
choking with anxietj^' ; 
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“It is possible: yon are a bfiler judge of such 
matters than 1 nni.” Then witli an effort : “And 
what couclusion do you draw ? ” 

“ First promise me,” replied Armaiul, “ that you 
Mull not take ill what J am going to sa-^ to y«)U. 
Be persuaded that 1 shall never have any object in 
view but your own interest. You do not doubt 
thist” 

Why did Helen bow her head at these simple 
words as though she had plainly read the fatal 
words of nipture on his lips ? Why was she 
on the point of crying out like the woman con- 
demned during the Terror: 

“ Sir executioner, a moment longer.” 

Ah I why does the heart that loves possess this 
second sight wdiich increases misfortune by the 
anticipation ot them'? 

“We must endure a separation for a short time,” 
the young man resumed, “until Alfred’s suspicious 
have been set at rest — four or five months, per- 
haps six, but not more. I wdll make all easy 
for you by leaving Paris myself, although it is very 
inconvenient for me to do so just now. But your 
peace is the first thing to be considered, is it not?’ 

He continued speaking, but she had ceased to 
listen to him. It was not danger that she perceived 
before her. AVhat was danger to her? Only one 
misfortune existed for her, that of seeing Armand 
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no more. Ho spnkt* of Hej)aration for four or 
five nninths, perhaps six, just as he would liave 
spoken of 'the beauty of the clay, of a new play, ol' 
tile paying of a visit. To him it ap})eared a verj 
simple matter to be absent I'rom the town in which 
she lived, to lay aside the sweet enstnni of theii 
daily interviews 1 No, no, the man did not love 
her. 

“ And you announce Ibis news to me calmly like 
that, " she said; ‘‘and if you woie to love me no 
longer after this iibscncc, what would become ot 
met What would be left to me.” 

“ 1 entreat you, ” replied Avmand impatiently, foi 
be felt that the lead in the conversation was slip- 
ping from him, “not to let us confuse the questions 
at issue. Just now we have to deal with your 
husliand's jealousy and your own safely. Is an 
absence necessary? Yes or no? Everything turns 
on that. ” 

‘‘But what if I suggest another plan to you," 
she asked. “My husband is jealous — be it so. 
My .safety is compromised — be it so. Then, take 
me away with you. I would rather lose every- 
thing and keep you. ” 

And she devoured him with her eyes as she 
uttered these words. He was obliged to show the 
bottom of his heart this time. She was in one of 
these crises in which one stakes all to win all, to 
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loam — yes to learn the truth, to hold it, clasp it, 
leel it as though it were a body, should death 
be the consequence I 

“ You know better than I,” he replied, “ that I 
cannot do that, aud the reason why I cannot. You 
were forgetting your child. A wife may be taken 
from a husband, but never a mother from a sonl” 

“ Ah I " she exclaimed, ‘‘ why do you not tell me 
that you have ceased to love me? Why these 
phrases and this circumspection? Do you think 
that I .am not br!iv(‘ enough to look reality in the 
face, whatever it niiiy be? 1 swear to you, Ar- 
mand, th.at it would be less cruel on your part to 
tell me everything at once. Armand, say that you 
have ceasc.'d to love me; I will not be angry with 
you, and will go aw.ay quite almie with my grief. 
A grief that you have caused "will still be some- 
thing of yourself; but do not leave me in this 
horrible uncertainty, do not speak sf) coldly of 
going far away from me if you love me. Heavens 1 
what I am enduring I ” 

Her mouth was distorted with emotion, her 
breath came short, and tears started from her 
eyes, big, heavy tefirs that flowed down her cheek 
one after another, le^iving what looked like furrows . 
behind them. 

“ It is just as 1 expected,” said Armand to him- 
self, aud these tears, instead of softening him, ener- 
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vated him even to auger. He did not ByinpathiKo 
with thie grief as he liad sympathised with Alfn cVs, 
perhaps owing to that difference between tlie sexes 
which brings it to pass that a woman’s giief is not 
always as intelligible to us as that of a fellow-man ; 
at times, also, the feeling of cowardice that we 
feel when giving pain to a mistress so provokes us, 
liy lowering us in our own eyes, as to exclude ten- 
derness. Ho had risen, and was walking about 
the room, thinking to himself: 

Why not put an end to the whole thing at ouce T’ 

Tlien h(^ added aloud : 

“ I really do not know what it is tliat makes you 
ciy. In wdiat T have said to you there was nothing 
that did not breathe the deepest affection for you." 

How could she haveiiiiled to notice that already 
he no longer made use of the word “■ love." 

“ But since you recj^uire me to speak frankly t ( > 
you, I will obey you. No ; it is not only on yonr 
own account th.it I retpiest this sejiarutii'n, but 
also on my own. There is now a banier between 
us, Helen, that a man of honour cannot cross.” 

“What is itt" replied Helen, finding strength 
enough to raise her pale, tear-stained face. 

“The unqualified trust of another man," he 
answered brusquely. “When Alfred came here, 
to this very spot, he did not speak to me of his 
jealousy only, he displayed such esteem and 
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t’liondship towards me as I fi>rbwar from describing 
to you. lie suspected me, and he came to me 
with open heart. There is no bitterness, no bitter 
sentiment in that heart, but beauty of feeling, 
straightforwardness and siucenty of friomlslup. 
No, Helen, I eaii deceive that man no longer. I 
should despise myself too much if 1 did.” 

“Well! and what of me.^” she cried, rising in 
her turn. This praise of her husband by her lover 
e.ompleted her distraction, and anger was over- 
taking her. “Did I not trample upon all that, in 
order to come to you ! Do you think that I was 
born for treachery and falsehood ? Did you hesi- 
tate for one moment about asking me to deceive 
this honest man, this coutidiug friend, when you 
Avished to have met Ah! you are not asliamedof 
it on my account and you are on your own! I 
forbid you to speak of honour, and perjured faith, 
and betrayed friendship. You havo no right to 
do so, seeing that it is upon yourself, upon your- 
self, understand, that it all recoils. Did you 
entreat me to be yours I Answer in your turn, 
yes oTvno t” 

“Pardon me,” returned Armand. “Let us go 
back to the facts. We loved each other. You 
were not a young girl so far as I know. 1 was' 
not a youth. We were not making our first' 
entry upon life — we were both persons of expeH^ 
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enoe. Is fcbal not so ^ We knew whore wu wen^ 
goinj^. I nweiHt to you not to ooinproniisc yon. 
Did I s|><\ik of* you to any liviuj^ soul? 1 <jwed it 
t(» yon not to disturb your peace ! I am diNturl)- 
inff it and I withdraw. As to my coiisoienee, 
ptTimt mo to be the sole jud^^e of what it enjoins 
and what it forbids.*' 

‘‘And in six inontlis," repli<*d Helen, “will your 
conscience be more aceouuuodatiiip^? Come, be 
logical and frank. It is not a momentary separa- 
tion tlint y<ni want but a rnptiin*. Let me at least 
hear yon say as mneli since yon ^leaire people to 
esteem yon,” 

“Yes,” r(‘j)ljcd the young man firutally, (xasper- 
ated ]»y the revolt of a woman usually so gentle 
and snbniissiv(\ 

“So yon thought that you were free from all 

duty towards me?” she continued. “You were 
« 

leaving mi‘ all alone in that Avay. You were 
going away. Y^uu would have Avritton me five 
or six letters, and then that AVould haA'e heen llio 
end. Yon Avould have uttered tliesi- fine phrases 
to yourself : ‘ We knew where we Avere going.’ 

‘She Avas cot a young girl.' ‘We were both 
persons of expciieuce.’ 1 sliould be eurious to 
know,” she added Avith that mournful bony Avhioh 
is imparted by rising frenzy, “just AA'hat you under- 
stand by that.” 
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“ What would be the use? ” ho said. 

“I waut to know,” slu* n-luriied vehemently. 
“I have a good right to kuoAv at least what you 
think (»f me.” 

•'Dtj you believe that 1 uiii n<it acquainted with 
your life? ” 

“With luy life,” Helen queslioned, crushed by a 
kind «»f sl iipnr, whn-h the young man took for terror 
at ihia sudden revelation. 

“ Do you wish for i'.iets? ” he returned hai-shly. 
“ Wi-11, you shall have them. Have you forgotten 
your intrigue with Monsieur du Varades I ” 

“ Ah ! ” she cried, “ nay, that is infamous. Mon- 
sieur <le Varades ! ” And she passed her hands 
wildly across her forehead. “Tell me that you 
did not believe that., I entreat you. My love, tell 
me that vou did not think that of me. Oh I tell 

•f 

me, tell me, tell me I ” 

“ 1 did believe it,” he replied, his heart closed to 
the wail of his mistress by that keen, insidious jeal- 
ousy of the jiast which, by a strange anomaly of 
his nature, had always caused him some pain when 
by her side, although he did not love her. 

“ Then,” said Helen, frozen now by this reply, 
“ f you believed it, why did you never speak of it 
to me ? If the thought of it governed you when 
you asked me to be yours, if you considered that 
you had less respousibiUty towards me by reason 
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(»f it, why <li(l you (‘ntortuiu no doubt about it ^ 
W<Te you sun* of it * Had you s(*on it ^ Was 
there not a cliaiice against it beiiiy trin* — a oliaiice, 
a clianee ^ \^dly, are you not aware that it 

is a Clime to take all a woman’s heart, and to keep 
tlioufi^hts of tluit kind in one’s own 

‘‘Tut!” he reT)lied shrugjriug his shoulders; 
“ you would have thought me i)crb*ctly ridiculous 
if 1 had not been your lover Your past belonged 
to you alone, and 1 had no riglit to call you to 
account for it any more than b)r your future. As 
to tlie })resent. f know 3'ou well eiioiigli to be 
sure that 3'ou are not a woman wlio would take 
tw^o lovers at the same time ” 

‘‘ Tis a great honour,” slio repluMl in an almost 
stifled voice She was pale as (hsith The egotism 
and insensibility of the man she loved pai’alysed 
lier Avitl) such horrcir tliat lier tears would no longer 
comcj. Slie b'lt but one 4lesire : to leave tliis man, 
to see no longer thcise e\'es and those lips — those 
lips that she had loved so wxdl, and wliicli had 
always lied s<» to her, since from the veiy llrst daj’ he 
had believed tliis witliout proof I Mechanically' she 
resumed her eloak and inutf, and fastened her veil. 

“ Good-lye,” she said It w'ould have been ini’ 
passible for her to continue tlie conversation just 
then, so ehokcMl was sla* with indignation. 

He did not tiy to detain lier, and also said : 

N 
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G<K)fl-l>ye.” 

She Jel't the roDjn, and he aecompanieJ her, 
without a AVt>rd hem};’ wpokeii on eitliei side, to the 
outer door. I’Jie lattei onoe closed, he returuod 
to tho HraAcinfjj-rooiu, wIk'Vc no trace ot the tiapjit; 
scene enacted in it remained l*iit the diHitirani;’e- 
meiit ot tlie easy eiiair that liad licen pnshcil asidt» 
hy flttlen as she nise. 

“All has passed ott’ I letter than I expected,'’ lie 
said to hiinself. “How easy it is to pin them to 
the wall witli a little tact! Well! it is over.’’ 

“ It is over,” he rejieated aloud with that strange 
feeling hoth of relict and ol distress which accoiii- 
panies the mteriuption of love. “,She was very 
pi etty,” he retlected to himself. “ Now we nuis+ he 
on the look out tor revenge. Hut what revenge? 
She has not a note in which 1 speak taniiliai ly to her, 
1 shall have the trouble of taking away all those 
hifles of hers at liladanie Palmyre’s. 1 will have 
them returnoil to her lator on, Avlii-n Ave have 
reached the stage at Avhich she can say to me 
‘You gave me great pain,’ with the le-tter of my 
successor in her bosom, betAA’een the oheinisotte and 
hi'r skin.” 

He sat down again in front of the fire, from 
which he drew a Irav sparks. 

‘‘Ahl” he continued, “ the after-taste of lite is 
too bitter } ” 



CHAPTER VTTI. 


Rp:vtj:vge ! Such was scarcely the kuI ) jeet of Holen’s 
reflections while returiiing from the Rue Lincoln. 
The sucldeiL blow which she had just received liad 
been too hi^avy a one to leave room within lier for 
any otlier feeling Imt that of the most continuous 
and crusliiiig gri(*f. At the dinner table, during 
the ev(‘ning, tlien during the niglit when alone in 
lier own r<»o!n witli every light extinguished, and 
Mlee]»less, then during the day that succeeded tt) tliat 
night, and during the idher nights and ihiys that 
ensiiiMl for a fortnight afterwards, what slie pci- 
<‘e‘ived unnMinttingly and witli the same cru<*l, 
uninterrupted ch^arncss was the l»rutal fact that 
hiid at last been grasped in its indisputable reality, 
the fact tliat her lover had iieviT loved herl 

Not for a moment? Ni», not for a moment, 
seeing that when he had possessed her for the 
first time, he had believed himself in the p«)Hsessioii 
of the former mistress of Aloiisieur de Varades, and 
perhaps of others. The smiles and reticences and 
iiuresponsiveness and mistrust on the jiart of Ar- 
i mand were now clearly accounted for, and her 
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whole beiiij? rebelled ngaiiist the miirdoroiiR in- 
jiifltiee, as slie cn]n])nreil wliat she l]ad p:iveii with 
what she had rt eeivc^d. What ! the t(^iider 
reliiienieiits (>1' her dreams, tla.* ii(»ble inadneRR of 
her dear love, tla* idolatiy of liei (‘CHlaRic^H, the 
fiincerity of tlie Raerififa'R ina<le without i(*gret<n re- 
inorse to give happiiieRs to tlu' man she loved, all 
this wasted npoij a lie, njxai a void, as vainly as the 
leaves driven by the wind along the walks of the 
old garden in whieh Ihey had walked tog(dher, as 
useleKKly as lln* narfes dan<*ing in a Hunln'ain on 
lln‘ edge of the wiiul<»\v in tin* little room during 
those aftei noons devoted to th(‘ir lovew. 

Devoted to their loves? Yt^s, Nlui had loved 
deei)ly, niadly, and alas! for nothing — to find 
herself lo( iked upon as a AVoiuan that pirswetl from 
one intrigue to another, as one that had looHed her 
iv)be for this man and for that, as one that eolh etod 
sensations, just as othoiK collect fans or trink(‘ts. 
Ahl sh(‘ could nut endure the injustice of it. T« 
be deprived of the sight of Ann and — for <»n the 
day following the exjdanation tliat had proved so 
tragical to her, Alfred had received a line from his 
friend anmuineing a tempoiavy absc^nee necessi- 
tated by ImsincRs of importance — yes, to be 
deprived of the sight ot Annniid was an anguish 
to her, but she possessed a wea])on against this 
anguish : the contempt with which she had been 
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inspired by lier lover’s poverty of heart, )»y the 
implacable epitisin of the iiiaii that the Inst 
Conversation had revealed. 

IloAV should she ever accustom her heart to the 
iniquity of this samt3 being whom she liad so 
greatly loved. He had parted from her abruptly, 
and unwijrthily, but the reo<»gnition of the (^xtent 
ot her love for him would not have caused her so 
nmch suflFt'ring as she had endured. Tlie martyr- 
dom, the intolerable martyrdom consisted in the 
impotence of her love, not to command a return, 
but to make itself meiely understood. She w<is 
like one under senteuee of death who is willing 
indeed to die, but whose worst agony is the power- 
lessuess to exclaim befoie death: “I am innocent.'’ 

How keenly he had made her feel the anogant 
outrage iufiieted by his lionour as a man, for it was 
in the name of this honour that he luul sacrificed 
her. Ah I had he loved lier, how lightly he would 
have held thih honour, just as she had liglitly held 
her own ; but Iioav e<mld he have loved her suiee 
from the very ihst lie had believed her gmlty 
of deceptum? She used to emue and say to him : 
“1 have kt‘pt myself for you,” and he used to say 
to himself : “ After Monsieur do Varades ! All the 
proofs of her atlection — and liow slie had lavished 
thorn upon him ! — had been shattered against this 
invincible ctuiviction, and yet, Leavens I her affec- 
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timi was real, as real as the lile which had be^n 
only on the dav when she had come to know him. 

t •> 

And she coiild hear his voice sajiiig: 

“ We were both persons of exjiericrice. Do you 
believe that I was not jicquaintcd with your life?” 

Oh! what injustice, what hideous injustice! 
She sobbed her heart out at the thought of it. 
She came and went, a prey to continual fever, find- 
ing no more rest for her jtoor burning head than 
for her poor bleeding heart, and inwardly given 
over to a medley of tinotions — (Icsjiair for hapjii- 
nesB that was lost for ever, keen regret for her 
absent lover, frenzy at having been misunderstood 
in the noblest and most genuine of her feelings. 
To repent of having belonged to this cruel Armand 
before the hour of her supreme deception, was what^ 
she could not do. Love, sublime love had im- 
pelled her to the act, as sublime as itself. (Sub- 
lime love! “No,” she u(»w cxcluuued, “blind, in- 
sensate love !” 

And she walked to and fro, at random, in her 
room like' a caged animal, and ever, as against an 
irrefragable wall, she struck against this thought : •? 

“What was the use of haidug loved like that? 
What was the use ? Ah ! the lying, lying, lying I — ” 

What served to complete her provocation in the 
mortal crisis through which she was passing was the 
tender and untimely solicitude of her husband. As 
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he ha^l no siiKincion of tho driinni ihat was heing 
enacted in tiiia difiten)i*ercd soul, he would chance 
to say to hc‘r, in the belief that he was holding out 
an agreeable prospec-t : “ We will make a trip as 
soon as I am free. Perhaps Arniand will come with 
us.” Or perhaps: “lam surpiised at not having 
heard from Arrnand. Has he not written to you ? ” 

“No,” she would rejdy. 

Alfred now re 2 U'oae,hed himst'lf for the i xplan- 
ation that ho had had with his friend, feeling [ler- 
suaded that the l.ittei had gone to travel only in 
order to sjiare lus jealousy. He thought aliout his 
Avife's melancholy, he found it ever more inexjili- 
cable, and he told himself that he had-deprived her 
of one of her few relaxations. t5he, on the other 
hand, was profoundly sensible of angered pride on 
thus encountering her husband’s trust, which con- 
trasted too sharjily with the distnist of her lover. 
And tlu'U these plans <>f traA'elliug together, Avhich 
Alfred called up, .wtn-e they not the verj’ones that 
she had hersi'lffipruierly cherished? They showed 
her with only too great precision what might 
♦have been — those summer months Avlmsc intimate 
holiday-making she had imagined betorehand. 
They would have lived togctiicr by the sea- 
shore in one of the villages of Normandy, 
whore tho trees grow green to the A'ery 
margin ot the blue waves. Poihaps they would 
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•have seen togetlier one of t.lio.se Italian towns 
w'hose mere name.s seem to sJironfl a pi'onii.se of 
happiness with li^rlit. And then there came noth- 
ing but freezing solitude, nothing hut desertion ! 
He had not written her a note since their rupture, 
not a line of pity, ihit wliy .should he have pitied 
her ? Doubtless he believed her aln^ady comforted, 
perhaps in the arms of another. Why not ^ He 
harl deemed her Cfqiable of having N'arades before 
himself. Two 1(>\ ers, three, ten, what matters the 
total if there be more than one ? 

From day to day the keen pain of this injustice 
became more keen within her, and the pain resulted 
in a mad and morbid thought, yet the only one 
that could satisfy .somewhat the despair that raged 
in her heart. Yea, in those hours of angui.sh she 
conceived the criminal thought of indeed com- 
mitting frightful actions, since she had been 
deemed capable of them, of being like the image 
that Arniand had formed of her, like that fa.st and 
facile woman whom he had believed himself to 
possess. 

Moral life, like phy.sical life, has its suicidal* 
fevers, its damning frenzies There are nuiments 
when we are driven at all costa to renounce our 
inner personality, to assn.s.sinate it. to Ix'conu* an- 
other being It is especially injustice that produces 
these crises, mysterious yet so necessary, and so 
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natural that even children, like animals, ait^ 
subject to them. Are not the best rendered tlie 
worst by beiiiy beattui without havin;» drservi^d it " 
The more Helen was sensible of liavini; been 
irredeeniiilily niisundc'rstood, the more a l;'ri'»’htfid 
attraction imi)el](Ml her to bt'come just the opposite 
of w’hat slio liad formerly be<‘ii. A vertigo sei/r'd 
her, and, as it wi‘re, a <lelirious longing for degra- 
jiation. “ ’1'is too foolibh/’ she said to herself, “ to 
have any lieart.” 

This apjietitc for destruction wdiich "works in all 
creatures simultaneously with the sense of love, 
recoiled upon herself She set herself to attack her 
own inner nature systematically, as 'some men 
intoxicate th('mselves in analogous circumstances, 
glass by glass, in spite of disgust and, so to speak^ 
from a sense of duty. She began to exhibit 
strange phenomena of nervous gaiety in the ordi- 
nary affairs of life. She, wdio hitherto had di^tested 
light conversation, affected to till her talk with tin* 
moat direct allusions to the things of love. She 
sent for tliosc works which, during the Last few 
years, she had heard spoken of as being the most 
audacious, in order to have thorn upon her tabl<» 
She "was seized with a sort of frenzy for pleasure, 
and every eveinng fliore wouhl lie a party at the 
theatre to which slin brouglit Alfred, and she 
would speak of her intentions of going again into 
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Rocioty, and iiitcn sf licmdfwith siirpiiBing activity 
in the diRguisc that bIu* was to wear at a fancy hall 
given by the Mallnnnes, a hall for which Aruiand 
was to have chosen lier costume. Her voice 
seemed to be of a hight'r pitt li. Slu' laug’hc'd a more 
sonorous laugh, and at all the deinonKtrations of- 
this painful merriment Allied, in spite of himself, 
felt affected by an indefinahle anxiety, so com- 
pletely were her eyi'S eharaclerised by that extra- 
ordinaiw brightness, her gestures by those nervous 
jerkings, and her words by Unit abruptness which 
occasion a dread lest a woman ca}»able of looking, 
gestieulating, and bilking in this way should sud- 
denly be seized by a fit of insanity, and should 
commit some extravagant and irretnevable action. 

She w'as stranger still on the inorning of the day 
on wliicli she was to go to the Malhoun-s' ball. It 
was the first lime since her (piarrt>l with Arinand 
that she was going out for-the evening. She did 
not come down to br,e.ikl'usf. Alfred, seated at 
the square table with his wife’s cover laiil opposite 
to him, and with Ins sou on his right, ate without 
speaking, a prey to the increasing distress inflicted 
upon him by the mouniful oddness of Helen's behav- 
iour. She no longer seemed to be aware of the little 
boy's existence. “ (,^>od luurniiig, dear,*’ “ Good 
night, dear," and that was nearly all. She, a 
mother usually so loving, seemed to .have the 
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maternal iiiRtinet ptiralvHcd within her, and tor the 
moment sucli was indcetl the <-aRe. 

A settled idea produces upon the heait the same 
oflect as is produced by a bright and motionless 
point njKin onr eyes; it hypnotises the Ix'inj? which 
. it sways, and limits its suseeptibility to a tiny eirele, 
of sensations. It Avas iinjiossiblc tor the unhafipy 
Avoinan to have any feelinfj: whatever in resjieet of 
her son, because m her condition of lucid abeiration 
it was imjiossible for her to be sensible of his exist- 
eiici*. 

The little hoy Avas raised on a hi;i;h <‘haii, and 
had tliat morniiif? on his tace the sad, and at the 
same time perjilexed expiession of a •child tliat 
grieves without kuoAving Avhy. A depth of unde- 
fined sorrow AA'as in his eyes: his father Avas aAAoire, 
merely by observing the Av^ay in Avhicli l^e ate with 
the ti])S of lus teeth, that a hidden trouble Avas 
tormenting this curly head. 

“Have you not been good this morning,’’ he 
said to him, “ that }'ou are so sad ? 

“Yes, 1 have been good,” Henry replied, and 
■was again silent ; then suddenly he said . *• bapa, 
Avhat does ‘ to prejudice ’ mean ? ” 

“It is a Avrong done to a jiemtn unjustly. But 
, why do you ask me that ? ’’ 

“Because Miette said the otlier day that some- 
one had prejudiced her uncle against her cousin.” 
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This expression, hoard for the fiist time, and only 
half understood, had struck his cluldisli imagina- 
tion, and ho went on: “Could anyone prejudice 
you or inainiua against mo ? " 

“ What notions are you taking into your head?” 
1 (‘plied the father. 

He had just become sensible that his soti was 
himself perceiving the change in his mother’s dis- 
position. He looked at him, and felt that inclina- 
tion to weep which comes upon a widower at 
the siglit of his orphan child — a poor little thing 
who has lost the greatest of earthly blessings, 
who does not suspect this, but who nevertheless 
forebodes and guesses irretrievable misfortune. 
Father and son preserved silence, when through 
the dining-rooiu door, wliich had been left c'pen, 
was hear^ a voice, Helen's voice, completing an 
order to a workwoman. “For nine o’clock then, 
punctually.’’ She was engaged about her ball- 
dress. She was not there where hm glance, her 
smile, would have cast such a ray of joy, and 
Alfred reflected upon the incomprehensible, and at 
the same time unconquerable disaster which had 
brought them all tiiere, himself, his son, and his 
wife — especially his wife. Heavens 1 what was 
the matter witli her? 

He was still thinking of this many hours later» 
in the brougham that was taking them both in the 
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rlm‘C*tioii of IIjo ilii I’ac, wlitne l]u‘ MallumK^fi 
lived. Slio v'HK ill tlie coriior <»f llic t'airjni>r, witli 
puAvdcTi d liair aiul iwo patches at ihe romor (»f 
hur tljifi, [lale cla'elx. Tho powder, and the patch(‘S, 
and the dark tiaielies that h]w had put rouial ]it‘r 
eyeH, in wliich tlie tlanie (»f fever was burninj^;, im- 
parted to her b(‘auty poim^thing dangerous, and dis- 
quieting, and more iiiaceessilde than ever to the man 
Avho was sitting by liei side, and looking at her 
without V(^nturing to speak. 

Her neck, niobil(‘ and graecdiil, issued from the 
furs whi<*li Jiid her disguise as a now(*r-girl of the 
time of Ltmis X V. Slie Avore ])ink silk stoekings, 
pink satin slioes, a llowtTed skirt, and dn lier soul 
was the mojtal lilending of li(‘nzy and desjiair of a 
woman wh(» would ruin hms«*lf with dehgld, Iru’ 
nothing — for tln‘ sake t>f Inang ruined and mined 
for ever! I'hrough the brougliam windows, tin* 
glass of wliieli sfui had lot down in Older to inhale 
scunething of the ke(m nighi air, she watelied llie 
houses filing past, and the picture presented by 
Paris after the teals of the day. The shops weie 
flaming on the ground fli>(»v; the cafes wi-ro open- 
ing their doors to eustomeis ; the wind Avas sending 
a quiA’^er through the gas flames that outlined the 
notices of tlie theatres. Along tlie BouleA^ards, as 
in the AA^enue de I’Opmi and in the Bue dea 
Tuileries, there Avas a moving croAvd. 
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Of what was this orpwd in quest? Of pleasure, 
and of notlmig but pleasure. Shp had pursued an 
ideal which had proved most false ! It was time to 
live like the rest. A wojnan’s anmsement coiisifsta 
of coquetry, of intrigue. She would be a coquette. 
She would have level’s — yea. hivera. She repeated 
these words, in thought, with .strange passion, for 
the face ot the man she Inul loved had just ap- 
peared again before her recollection, and with it 
the unbearable palpitation of tlio heart had begun 
again. Ah ! between that face and herself, be- 
tween that memory and her heart, she would put 
.other faces, other memories! 

Yet, how he had mocked her! Slie now at certain 
moments felt a genuine hatred towards him. By a 
sort of backward crystallisation, she multiplied 
reasons for animosity round the thought of 
Armand that she bore in her mind, and she 
calumniated him fiercidy on her own belialf. Did 
not his ^vllole behaviour towards her be.ar the 
stamp of abominable and daily calcnlation? When 
he had entreated h(‘r to bo bis under the pretence 
that he would not believe in her love without this 
jiroof, was it not that he would not fail where 
aiiotlii'r had succeeded? Was it tnie even that 
Alfied was jeaJousV This was doubtless a pretext 
devised for the purpose of bringing about a rup- 
ture, And how carefully be had kept the iiame of 
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VamiL.'S to hirnsielt', to throw it iuto liis jniHti(*ss’s 
teeth (»iily at the last moment, wthout .e:ivini;’ her 
time to justify heiseltl She ouejht to have spoken, 
to have looked tor old letters, to have found sf)nm 
testimony. But why ? Wtuild he have hi‘liove»t 
her for an instant*'^ And hruisinpf liersolf afresli 
aijfiiinKt the poisoned point of Injiistiee, she detested 
all inert in this man, she <aivied those* who nioek 
the hateful race, tlie jades who take* the initiativi' 
in this duel of disfnist and an* the first to Ixdray. 
How ^lad she would Ik* to hav<* been one of th(*in, 
toliave really had a <loZ(‘n intii,tci*oR before that one 
with Armaml, ami to lx* able to tell Iniii S(», and t(» 
dejLjrade lK*rsell and him, and to pollute t^verythinff 
within her and about lier, ln*i soul and hei body, 
until a })ollution sueli as no water could wash away. 

She was eiidurma;, while iu this eaiTi.ip;e, one 
of those tenipi'sts of jiassion wlneh she had to 
pass throut;-h several times in tlu* day, and espeeially 
at liif^ht, tor sIk* had not slept two hours out of the 
twenty-four duriiij^ the past tliieo weeks. It 
was as tlioufth a tide of bitterness were risinc^ 
within hei, and the whirling of her thou,i>*lits 
became so lapid tliat all idea of ambient thiujj^s 
was blotted out from hei c'onsemusness ; and 
she did not emerge from her dream until some 
inevitable detail ooinpelled her to action, such 
as Alfred’s hand shaking her arm as th^ 
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br<)np;ham stopped, and Ids voice sayings to her: 
“ We have arrived. ” The stupor of an awakening 
fix)ni sleep showe<l in her eyes, and she recognised 
the Malhoures’ gate. 

Tlie house stood at the hack of a courtyard and 
was one of tliose old mansions sucli as are still 
found in that part of the Faul)Ourg Saint-Germain 
with views luddiid over vast stretches of garden, 
while in front there is the narrow, populous, 
nois}" street. The house was let in floors, and the 
Afallionres occupic'd tlie second. The lofty windows 
\ven‘ gleaming, and the sliadows of the various 
couples were thrown in black inoviiig silhouettes 
upon the luminous glass. Old Malhoure, as he was 
familiarly called, was a professor in the Ecole 
Polytechnhjue, a memher of the Iiistitutt‘, and 
tolerably rich by inheritance from his fatluT, the 
C(deltratod inventor. He liad thr(‘(‘ marriageable 
daughteis, ^-ml received every Wi‘dnf‘s<iay. Twice 
a year he gave a fancy dress dance\ h)n ^ these 
evenings a general clearance was made. All the 
rooms, e\en the mveenfs study, \vere in n*quisition 
for the eiitertaininont, and although they were 
large and lofty apartments, they scarcely sulficed 
for the number of tlie guests. 

People used to visit the ilallioures a great deal. 
Their house was in the lirst place a cenhe of re- 
union for the great professor's former pupils who 
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Were separated by their modes of life; ]iilrij;ui‘ 
also weut on behind the doors with import <int per- 
sonages of the Academy of Scien<*es ; finally people 
were amused by the youthfulness of the three 
young lailies and the good nature of their lather, 
whose appearance — a legeiulary one in the Ecole 
— was in itself an element of mirth. He was huge 
and short, with eyes hidden behind blue speotaoles, 
a beard collar of gi-eenish-white, clothes of extra- 
ordina ry cut, and a continual nodding of the head. 
Though he presented this figure, it w'as pretended 
that the* old man had once been a lady’s man, a 
gay dog, as the stud(>nts used to say facetiously to 
one anothe]'. At twenty-two, he had 'discovered a 
tlieorem, which bore his name, and since then ho had 
multiplied treatises after treatises. When, wearied 
by fourteen hours of work, ho weut out in the even- 
ing, he used to follow the young workwomen in the 
Quartier de I’Observatoire, wheie he. then Ih'ed. 
He used to heap up engaging offers to entice them , 
but he was so ugly — so ugly — that they lauglicd 
impbdently in his face. The mvunt used to look 
rmmd him to make sure he was not heard, and then 
murmur as a supreme argument : 

“ I am Jlalhoure, the inventor of the theorem I ” 

After his marriage he had grown somewhat 
teligious, but he had remained very cheerful, 
■especially when ho had discovered some paiticu- 
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larly elegant i'nrnnila iluriag tlie <lay. Such was 
doubtless the ease that evening, tor he was 
stauding on the threshold receiving the guests 
with his most cordial smile, although he did not 
recognise one jierson out of ten ; he liaJ no 
memory for faces, lly his side, and grumbJmg,^ 
was his intimate friend. Professor Moreau, 
calculator long and lean, and as great a pessi- 
mist as Malhoure was an optimist. .lust as 
]\[adame Chaael reached the landing, ami while 
she was leaving her furs in the care at' the 
servant, the two jirofessors AVerc sjicaking of a 
lady who liad just passed, Avearing a dress as 
outrageously Ioav as she herself was taded, and 
old Malhoure avhs saying to his friend: 

“ Well, geometry does not grow old. The 
square of the hypotenuse is ahvays young.” 

“For niy own part,” replied Moreau, “I can see 
Avhether a AA'oman is humji-hacked or blind of an 
eye, Avhether she walks straight or is lame. But 
Avhat difference there is botAveen ugliness and 
beauty 1 have neA^er been aide to conceiA'e.” 

The piano Av^as playing a quadrille, the din of 
tlie dance filled the rotuns, and Malhoure clasped 
both of Chazcl's hands, taking him for some one 
else, and calling him “My dear, my very dear 
Arthur.” Hqleu Avas looking, with strange feeling 
t)f envy, at the professors, whoso conversation.; 
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she had just overheard. They at least would 
never know that oontiuuous, settled torture whicli 
briiififH with it iueapaeity for a thought foreign to 
itself, for study, for reading, for oonversation ! 

B)it she Avas already iw the hands of Madame 
Malhonre. and her three daughters, all four being 
equally unreasonable, and having no olijeet save 
that of amusing tlieniselves. 'fho mother was 
dressed as CatJienne de Medieis, and the three 
daughters as a gipsy, a raillc-woinan, and a Oau- 
chois peasant. Tlieir costumes savouiud of Avork 
done at homo, and fasliioued Avith chance materials 
after the t'ugravings of the illustrated papers, and 
the same held good of tin* toilets Avorn by these 
ladies’ friends. The me.u, on their side, seemed 
.uncomfortable in their black coats; several looked 
like people who had to get up early in the morning, 
and Wore computing that every call from the piano 
robbed them of a little of their sleep. 

The talk that Avas flying about in the warm 
atmosphere was astonishing by contrast. Frag- 
ments of frivolous phrases alternated Avith thought- 
ful oonversation. 

“ Don’t talk to me of these new theopes about 
space that has more than three dimensions — ” 
“Have you danced much* this winter, made- 
moiselle ? — ” 
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“Ah I what a geiiiuB Cuiicliy had, what power of 
aualywB ! — ” 

“IMamuiu, will you allow me to istay for the 
cotillon? — ” 

Alfred Chazel had lighted upon one of his old 
companions, and was couiiiiuuieating to him a 
long-cherished project of a new algebra. — that, 
namely, of order — and Helen, assailed by the 
effusiveness of the Malhoure ladies, was telling 
herself that it had been scarcely worth while to take 
trouble about her diess. Thanks to the education 
received from her step-mother, and also to her 
talks with Monsieur de Querne, she had acquired 
tolerably accurate ideas conceniing society. She 
comjtrehended the distinction that separates true 
assemblies ol the woild from luiddle-class carnivals » 
such as she was now piesent at. Nevertheless, as 
she was charming in her i»ale blue and bright pink 
costume, and could read the triumph of her beauty 
in the envious glances of many women, and the 
admiring gaze of the men, she gave herself up of 
set pm'pose to that seusatiou of success so in- 
toxicating to feminine pride, even when it is a 
success that is despised; and she proceeded to 
dance every dance that she might exhaust the 
inward torture by jlhysical activity, and she de- 
osted only to visit the refreshment room and 
drink a little champagne. The wine sent a trifle 
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of light anfl sparkling Initli to lit-r head that was 
so wearied hy excessive thought. 

She was standing thus be.side the table in the 
refreshment room, fanning herself with one hand, 
and holding in the other the cup containing the 
last golden drops of the drink whose vague 
enervati<in was pleasant t6 her; her partner, an 
insignificant and sufficiently correct young man, 
who was <piite proud of having promenaded with 
her on his arm, was trying to talk; lie was 
speaking of the new play, a middle-class comedy 
which Monsieur de Qiieruo had cruelly ridiculed 
one evening, and Helen was replying with praise 
of a work which hitherto on her lover’s authority 
she had considered detestable. At the mere men- 
tion of the actors’ names and the title of the play, 
she could see herself in a box beside him, and a 
flame coursed through her blood as she suddenly 
heard close to her a voic{‘ that completed lier 
emotion — that voice ? — no, but the voice of Mmi- 
sieur de Varades, of the man Avho had exercised so 
fatal an influenc’e upon the destiny of her love, the 
voice of him whose nauu* Armand had" flung in 
insult into her teeth during the scene of their 
rupture. By what cruel mystery of fate was the 
oflicer here, almost within two steps of her, and 
talking without appearing to see her? 

Had she been able to reflect for a moment she would 
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luvve deemed the jireRom-e of old Malhf Hire’s former 
pupil as natural as her own. Was she m >t at tins hall 
as the wif'* of aii old fellow-student of De Varades? 
She would also have reflected that living tor luouthR 
and months, as she had done, apart from the society 
fiequeiited hy hei^iushand, sh<‘ was ifjuoraat of the 
movements of Alfrt'd’s coiiqianii ais. Hut. in her pre- 
sent state of nifirhid ovei-exeitenient, this sudden 
meeting struck her wdth a sort of almost terror- 
stricken stupor, which was immediately replaced by 
a fresh sweep of her secret giict, of that maddening 
grief which made tier long to cry Fire! and Murder! 

Without paying any further attention to 
what her partner was saying, she looked with 
devouring curiosity at De Varades as though 
she had not met him for years. He w'as a hand- 
some fellow, slenderly built, and muscular all over. 
’J’he contrast in colour belween his hair, rvhich 
had become neaily Avbite, and hi.s moustache, 
which had remained verj' dark, gave a singular 
aspect to his refined head. A low forehead, a 
hooked nose, eyes that were somewliiit too small 
and close together, and a flashing glance, in wdiich 
bravery and temi'iity could alike he read, caused 
bis countenance to be vaguely suggestive of thte 
profile of a bird of prey. I’lic stiftiiess, as of a 
uniform, assumed by the officer's evening coat, 
which he wore in a militarj* style, Avas all that was 
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further required to Hiiipjh' liin» out and rejulcr him 
remarkahh* in an aaBenihly ■wherein the Avearied 
race of the men of desk and study was jacdoiui- 
nant. Since tlie andaeions attempt at Ihmrfjep, 
Helen had uwer seen this disqui<‘tiiif;’ indiAndual 
coining toAvards her without feeling dimly uncom- 
fortahle, so sensihle was she that in him she had au 
enemy cajjable of anything. And tioaa^ a prey to a 
maddening ulceration, she Avould on the contrary 
haA'e liked lum to aj)proach her, to pay her 
attentions as he did fonnerly. 

Yes, to pay her attentions, and she Avould 
not be childish and silly as slie liad been 
before. In her misery and madness,, she Aveut so 
far as to regret her former behaA’iour! She had 
been a htyal Avite, and Avhat had this done for her? 
Only brought her to an hour Avhen nothing in the 
•world remained to her saA'e an incurable Avound in 
the most sensitiA’e portion of her heart. She 
di;ank a few more diojts of champagne in order to 
I'elifcA'e her thoughts, and l>e Varades, off Avhom slie 
never took her fves, turned in her direction. Did 
he see her for the first time, or had he perhaps 
affected not to notice her? He bowed and cans* 
to greet her, with the <‘xpresait)ii at (tnce ironical, 
respt'ctful, and freezing, Avith AVhich he used to 
accost her at Bourg«‘s; and instiad of replying to 
it, as she did then, AAitli equal coldness, she had t 
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lipflit in her i^vea and a smile on her lips. She held 
out her hand to him, and after the first politt* for- 
mulas, immediately asked: 

“Are you passing through Paris'^’’ 

“No, matliiiiie, 1 am living he*i(%” he replied; 
“ I was appointed professor at the School oi War 
four mcniths ago.” 

“Four months, and you liavo not come to see 
UH?” rtlie KJiiil in a coqnettwhly reproachful tone of 
voice. 

“No, Imt I hoard about you,” replied the young 
man, and t<i hiniaelf: “How PaiiN lias changed 
lier!” He detested her deejdy, firat because she 
had wounded his piide, and tlien by reason of ihe 
iiifanious conduct i)f wliich he had been guilty 
towards her. He had boasted of having been her 
lover, giving details in proof; it was not true, and 
ho could not forgive her for the irreparable wrong 
that he ha<l done her. Ah! if the calumny had 
only been like those f»thers that are stated aloud 
and that it is possible to grasp I But no, it passes 
from' ear to ear and from lip to lip until it reaches 
a man who might have loved this woman, and 
whose heart is stayed, suddenly paralysed by the 
terrible unceidaiiity concerning the answer to the 
question ; “Has rfie that in ter past?” 

To the youpg oflScer’s credit it must be said that 
be had not seen so far. He had yielded to the 
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hidoouR spite of masouliiie vanity, and it was a^aiii 
this vanity Avhi oil, on Helm’s nncxp(‘cteil rccf*i)tion 
of him, promptcMl him to nmrmm an intorrop^-ative 
*‘ICh?” and inniKMlialely tf> l>epin again the Jove- 
comody that liad ha’inerly l)een ])layt‘d. A waltz 
was sounding — tln^ waltz (d* for Ihe second of 

the young Malhoiin^ ladii^s A'as at the piano, and 
she, tlie arlisi oi the family, lik<nl p(‘ople to dance 
to classical suhj(‘Ots, wln^reas tlie eldest and the 
youngest, who ))rided theniselvt-s upon being 
regular Parisians, doted on jiopnlar music, and 
airs fniin the operettas and nmsi<‘al (*afes, 

“ May I liave th(‘ honour of tins waltz, madaine ?" 
asked l)(» Varadi^s of Helen. 

“ Was I engag(Ml or was J not? " said the latter. 
“ So much tlie worse ! 1 restore you your liberty,” 

she added, addressing the young man who had 
accompanied her to the lefn^shment room, but who 
through timidity did not venture to U'liiind her (»f 
the promise slio had given of dancing with himself; 
and immediately she was whirling round ih the 
ball-room in the aims ot He Varades. 

She was whirling round, prettier than ever witli 
the feverish pink tliat coloured lier cht‘eks and im- 
parted to tliem a tint similar that of her stock- 
ings, her skirt, and her corsage. The two patches 
at the corner of her cheek, her black eyes, and her 
powdered hair, olutht‘d her with a sovereign grace 
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that, apart from feoliu^s of stirred old long- 

ings in the young inaifs lu^ait. He was speaking to 
her while they danced. She listi jied to him with — 
strange eoiitrast! — Armand’s image before her 
thouglits. ‘‘]f lie could sec me,’’' she said to her- 
self, “he would haVt? doulds no longer, he would 
triumph. Well ! what does that matter to me ? ” 
This strange* inclination to act exaetly contrary 
to her inmost natuie, which, wdien light and artificial 
is called spit(\ was exalted in this distempered 
soul to the pitch of abeiTatioii, and she listened 
with a pleased smile to what De Varades said 
to her. The latter, clever enough to discern that 
something (‘Xtraordinary was going on in Madame 
Chazcl’s mind, and too desirous of requital not to 
take advantage, of the opportunity, liad again 
begun to speak to her (»f his fet‘liiigH. In passionate 
terms he depleted to lier his despair at Kmivges- 
when he had disph nwd lier, his vain attemiits at 
self-consolation, his resolve never to marry for her 
sake; he gave her to uiideisland that she was the 
only W(»rnaii he had ever loved, and that he had 
sought an app(»intmeiit at Paris so](*ly that he. 
might meet her again. Never had lie dared to tell 
her so much at the penod of their early relation- 
ships, and before his brutal assault. But to all 
these falsehtiods, repeated over and over again 
during this first waltz, then in the square dances 
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whicli follfwod, and then in the qnietnde of Ihu 
cotillon -wliich' they danced tog-etlier, nhe responded 
hy STich slifijlit interjectioriK of donht ns encouraf:>e 
.avowals. She seemed to be delirious for coquetry; 
she spent upon this flirtation of an evening the 
fever that was preying upon her. Tims, a few 
hours later, the officer, on his return to his small 
abode in the line Saint-Doniinique — a suite of 
npartmeids of which only tAvo were furnished, the 
others being filled wfith uniforms, weapons, and big 
boots — swore inwardly as he undressed that ho 
would cany this affair through with a high hand. 
Prom his grandfather, who had served tuider the 
Emperor, 1*0 Varades inherited the maxim that 
everything, in all circumstances, should be ventured 
Avith Avoinen. And so, AAdien ho laid his head upon 
his ])illow befoi’c going to sleep, he had resolved 
tp essay the jtosscssion of Madame ('hazel, no 
matter whefe, even thougli it were in her owm 
draAving-rt torn, at the iisk of a serA^ant's inf emiption 
“And this time she shall not escape me," he thoughi 
to himself. She told me slie avuh always at home 
between tAA'o and f our.” Ami he ehtsed his eyes on 
the SAA'cet lio])e of repairing his former Avrong. 

Poor Helen! Whih* this man, anticipating the 
temerity with which frenzy for injustice midured 
had inspired her, was falling asleep civer his 
dangerous plan, she herself Avas Avatching, a prey 
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to those memories each one of which was hutrj’ing 
her to some act of madness. Her husband had 
been unlucky enough ti> say to her on their 
return to the Rue, de la Rochefoucauld after the 
party at the Malhoures’ : 

“I thought you had quite an antipathy to 
Vnrades, and you danced with scarcely anybody 
else.” 

“ Does that make you jealous ? ” she had asked 
nini abniptly. 

“No,” he had replied, “ but how is it possible to 
change one’s disposition tttwards people in this 

i> 2* 

way ! 

“ I am what it .pleases me to be,” she had re- 
joined. 

She might at that moment have been forbidden 
to throw herself into the Avater, and in her rage 
for contradiction, and to lelieve her nerves, she 
would have hastened to the Seine. Pn entering 
her room again, she felt so unhappy that she did 
not even undress. She walked about in her ball 
costume until morning, and the champagne she 
had drunk, the beAvildeiment of the party, the 
fund of despair upon Avhich her soul had been liv- 
ing for so many 'hours, all united to confuse her 
understanding. 

“ Yes,’’ she said to herself at certain moments, 
“’tie he that I must have and no other — ^for the 
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time being,” she added with such impkcahility iu 
the imagining of ill as at dark moments relieves the 
heart somewhat, “and when 1 liave done it, when 1 
am low and in the mire, then perhaps 1 shall for- 
get, and then all this will be over, over, over.” 

And when her soul recoiled at the wildness of 
this monstrous plan, them, that she might, resume 
her iuclinati<jii for the shame to which she was 
being dizzily impelled, she pictnied Armand t.o 
herself, she saw him Avith his eyes and his smile, 
she heard his voice : 

“Do you believe that 1 was not acquainted with 
your life ? ” 

“Ah ! ” she would thou exelaiHi like a wounded 
creature uttering a ciy, and she would stretch her- 
self upon her bed with that Avhirl iu her sick brcAv 
which was intolerable to her. 

In the morning she had an hour’s heavy sleep, 
visited with nightmare. At about nine o’clock she 
rose to attend to household uifairs, as was her habit, 
indolently and with soul roaming elsewhere. Ex- 
treme fatigue and, as it were, a dying languor had 
taken possession of her. After breakfast she went 
up to her room again, and, in spite of herself, her 
hands opened the box containing*Armaud's letters. 
There were not fifteen — she counted them — and 
the longest of them had but two pages. tShe read 
them again, as she did nearly eveiy day, and their 
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aridity showed to her even worse than on former 
occasions. El very phrase in these notes might havo 
heon quoted without compromising her to whom 
the notes were addressed; and so there was not 
one that might have Ijeen traced in a moment of 
self-surrender, or to give passage to the overflow- 
ing of a heart. She had heheved tV)nnerIy that he 
used to write to her in tliis way out of regard for 
]\er peace, and she had been grateful to him tor it. 

Kool! Fool! He wrote to lior thus because 
he did not love her, because he had never 
loved lier, and why should he have loved her, 
judging of her as he did? In his eyes, what AViis 
she ? A woman Kke all the rest ! Of what di<l he 
not believe her capable ? Of making use, poihaps, 
of his letters against him? Her soul was bleeding 
again at every pore. Ahl what remedy was 
there, what remedy? — and as she was asking 
herself tliis question for the hundredth time the 
servant entered and inquired whether she would 
see Monsieur de Varades. The officer had kept his > 
word, and had not lost a day in taking advantage 
of the permission to come and see her which sh^’j 
had granted him. 

“Show him fhto the drawing-room,” she said; 
suddenly the memory of Armand’s injustice awoke 
keener than before, and the crisis of sorrow 
through which she had just been passing resulted ', 
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ill one ol‘ those vushes of fi-eiizy in winch slic 
really no longer knew what sho Avas doing. She 
went into her dressing-room. With a little water 
she removed the traees of her tears, for at the 
times when she renewed, one by one, the details of 
hfer Avretchedness, she used to Aveep, almost Avitli- 
out p(‘reeiviDg it, and mad, as it Avere, tluough 
grief, she Avent doAvn to the little draAving-nioiu. 

“Hoav kind of yon to come to keep me com- 
pany!” she saiil, holding out her hand to the 
young man. Voluntarily she made him sit down 
in the arm-chair in front of her, the one in Avhich 
Monsieur de Querne used generally to sit. How 
he had lied to her in that place ! How he had 
misunderstood her! It seemed to her that she Avas 
taking A^engeance upon him at that moment by 
this profanation of tlieir common memories. 8he 
herself took a seat on the couch which stood 
obliquely against the fireplace, in AA'hich the remnant 
of a fire Avas buniiug. Sho looked at De Varades 
Avith eyes that did not see him, but he, as he 1 »egari 
to talk, Avatched her Avitli much attention. The 
obvious Avildness that she displayed, the almost 
incoherent rapidity of her speech, the element of 
i^rvelessness that avuh manifested in her laughter, • 
in her gestures, in the moA’cmenls of her head, all 
©Aridenced a Avouian that avus half beside herself. 

The evening betore De Vaiades had inwardly said 
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in fxj)laiiati()n of her coqiiehy at-the Malhoures’ 
ball : “ She -waiitH to make some one jealous.” 
Then he had not discovered any one we^uring 
towards her the oonntenanee of a wounded lover. 
In the twilight in the little drawing-room he said 
to himself: “‘I'ls she who is jealous, and wishes to 
be revenged,” Insensibly he caused the conver- 
sation to glide upon tl\e same slope as on the 
])revious evening; he spoke to her again of In's 
despairing and melaneholy feelings. She listened 
to him almost without reply, Avith the thought of 
the indignation that Armand would*foel after all, 
if he eould see her at that moment. De Varades 
meanwhile was reasoning thus to himself: 

“ What do I risk I Being sho\vn the door once 
again as at Bourges V ” 

He made up Ins mind to take advantage of the 
disquiet which, as he could st'c, jmsscssed her, and 
he rose and seated himself on the couch by her side, 
saying to her ; 

“ Ah ! J. loved you dearly ! ” 

She turned toAvards him with a delirious expres- 
sion which he took for the frenzy of spite, and he 
seized her in his arms. Was it that kind of 
momentary aberratipn which at certain moment# 
prompts us to the performance ctf actions in which 
later on wo fail to recognise ourseh’^es? Was it 
the domination of a distempered will by a Avill tliat 
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was iiiul steady? To Avhat extent did that 
frenzy fur degradation, that niadiiesis for her own 
ruin which had haunted this hapless soul the 
evening before, enter into her weakness? The 
fact remains that she diil not defend lierself against 
the young mans einbra<^e. He grew more bold, 
and she was completely fiis. Yes, in that very 
drawing-room where fornn-rly she had shrunk in 
horror from giving herself to the man she loved, 
she suffered hersedf, alas ! to be taken by a man whom 
she did not love, and the latter was stuj)etied both 
by the ease ni his vietory and by the corpse-like 
instmsiblity encountered in this iinlo»)ked-f()r mis- 
tress, (jf wlioin he laid not even been thinking 
twenty-four luiurs l)efnie, 

De Varades had been gone for a long time, an<l 
evening was falling. Helen had nmiained in the 
same place, seated in tin* same corner t»f the coucli, 
as though dead. Tlie enonnity of the event that 
had just come to pass had suddenly dispersed the 
hallucination in wdiich giief had been causing her 
to live during the past few weeks. What ! she 
was the mistress of Monsieur de Varades — she, 
Helen (‘hazel I No, it was not true, seeing that 
she loved Armaud. Where was she ! What had 
she done? Impelled by what madness i 

And througli the supreme horror by wliich she 

P 
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was possessed on finding that she was alive, and 
that all was true, a sudden idea rose in her mind, 
the idea ol‘ seeing Annand. Why? She could 
not have told exactly, Imt the desire had swooped 
upon her, irresistihle : she felt that it must be 
dune, and not on the morrow, not that evening, 
but immediately. She must speak to him, were 
she to fly from her home in order to find him 
wherever he might be. At all costs she would see 
him. Had he returned to Paris t She would 
ascertain. In ten minutes she had put on a fashion- 
able dress and a bonnet, had eall«d a cab, ami 
shivering with fever m a corner of it — how great 
a chaiige from flic day on which a similar vehicle 
was conveying her to the meeting with her lover I 
— was piocec<hng to the Jtue Lineolu, 
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The cab went slowly along: the sh’ents, ami every 
moment Helen said to luiraolf : “ Shall I see him 
again 'I ” She wjis now facing the irresistible 
thought, the mere app<'.arance of which had hurried 
her to the immediate ipiest of Armand wlien she 
had barely emergi'd from her horrible delnium. 
She must be able to cry to this man that he hail 
ruined her. Yes, she must do this, and he must at 
last believe her and understand the infamy of his 
behaviour. She would say to her former lover ; 

“ I am Monsieur de Varades’s mistress, and you 
are the cause of it — ^you, your injustice, and your 
desertion.” And how could the man help believing 
her when she went on to say to him : “ Hefoie 
knowing you 1 was pure.” 

This indisputable proof of the genuineness of hei 
love, this proof which she had so greatly desired, 
she uow held fast, and she would not let it go. 
Would not her present sincerity be a guarantee of 
her past sincerity? If she acknowledged the guilt 
of to-day, what motive of modesty, hypocrisy or 
interest gould prompt her to deny that of yester- 
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(lay? This Rtruiif;** icaKoin’iii; aiipoared to her to 
(•airy "witli it a Rort ot‘ ohviousiicKS from wliich 
Armancl could not cKcaiic. He would helievt' her, 
and this bIiouM he her revenpfo. “ But how will he 
receive me? Yet, what (l<»e.s it niath'r? I will 
apitmy iniwery and my shame, and his re.sj)unsil)ility 
I'or them, into his lace.” 

, Her distempered soul found relief in lln* audacity 
of this j»lan. She hated Armaiul now, she trembled 
lest he should bo absent, le.st he should escape her. 
“Faster,” she said several times to the driver. 
Would she ever anive soon enouj^h? She recog- 
nised the smallest didails of the road — the road 
traversed Avith such lightiu'ss (tf heait the last 
time that she had A’isited him! And the scene 
which she. had been obliged to go through showed 
in her mind still mure ternble and clear. Dttring 
that scene she had been choked Avith indignation. 
Sin* had been unable to m.alie any reply. He 
cotild not haA'e belicA’ed her then, but he should 
bolieA’e her noAV. She AA uuld shoAV him Avhat had 
been the di'ama of her existence for months })ast. 
She Avould at last lay bare all her heart's hidden 
wounds. She Avould make him touch with his 
finger the Avork of death that he liad AATOught, 
and she Avould depart, leaA'ing him, if he had’ 
any honour left, at least this hideous leniorse, this 
poisoned httoav in his conscience. Then sho' 
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thought: ‘‘ lu what condition shfill I find him. 
Whut haK lu! been doing since onr rupture?” 

At last the vehicle stopped at the corner of the 
Rue Lincoln and the Chainps-Elysecs, In two 
minutes Helen had gained tlie door of Arnnind’s 
house, llow^ her voice shook as she asked the 
porter : “ Is Monsieur de Querne at home t ” How 
com]»letely the allirmative reply upset lier. She 
hesitatc<l for a second m spile of the resolve she 
had taken ; tlnm slie elimbeil the staircasi- with 
deliberate foot. Her Inind )>ressed the bell with- 
out hesitation. A servant's footste2i became aud- 
ible. The door ojtencd. It was no longer jitissiblo 
to draw back. 

What had Armand been doing during that 
period in which she had been in the tliroee of 
despair? Had she known, even when in front of 
the open door, disgust would jicrhajis have restrained 
her and drawn her back. She would liave fled in 
horror from the threshold of the abode to winch 
she had come in order t.o defend, not her iierson, 
not her hajtjnness, but the truth of her former love, 
as we defend the lueiuory of the dead. 

The young man had s^iokeii the truth in his 
note to Chazel. A ten days’ journey had brought 
him to an estate wdiich he itossessed close to Nantes 
*“-the De Querne family came from this town — and 
he had stayed there to arrange some business re- 
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specting farm ronta. TIimi he had returned to 
Paris, persuaded tliat tli(> rujdure was a final one, 
seeing that dxm'ng those ton days Helen had not 
hazarded any attempt at reconciliation. 

By a contradiction in his nature, too usual with 
him to cause him uslnnishmenijthesi' early moments 
had heen melancholy ones. He was one of those 
m(>n who are moved by memories after having re- 
mained nearly indifferent to the reality, who become 
enamoured of the women wliom they cast off, just 
as they regret the jilaces of which they tired 
when living in them — a restless race, who know 
nothing of the present but its weariness, and for 
whom the past assumes a unique and affecting 
charm from the mere fact that it is the past. 

Armand had never loA'od poor Helen j he 
applauded himself for breaking vdth her as for an 
action that was most reasonable, regard being had 
to his own interests, and withal exceedingly meri- 
torious, seeing that he had responded to Alfred’s 
generosity with similar generosity ; but neither the 
grounds of interest nor those of merit could prevent 
him from thinking with painful emotions of the 
sweet and dainty mistress who after all had never ■ 
deceived him except for the purpose of pleasing' 
him the more. To- be sure he doubted less than, 
ever that she bad had that first intrigue with De 
Varadesat Boui-ges, ol which Lucien Bieume had 
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ppokeii to hiui. What more ovideiil tnkcMi could 
there ha\c hocn of this than the inaimor in whicdi 
she had received the accusation? Immediately 
she had bowed her hea«l, and had, as it were, 
collapsed bemeath the insult. 

But even though ho lunl had two, thrive, four 
pvodeccsHors, by whal righC liad he been iiidignant 
against her ? Had she ])ot displayed during their 
connexion all the loyalty of which such amouis an^ 
capabh^? Had she ever manifested so much as a 
trace of coqin‘try towards any one ? Had she made 
him jeahms for but a single hour, with jealousy such 
as women of the world, more abandoned in tliis than 
abandoned women themselves, do not hesitate to 
inflict upon a lover, in order to gratify tlu* pettiest 
impulse of vanity, to please a man who has some 
claim or other to celelirity or who has nicn*ly been 
iiofieed by another woman. No, Heh*n had been 
perfect towards him. The conscionsiiess of this 
pleased and at the same time tnrinimted him, for, 
if she flattered his pride, she also rendered more 
present to him the laded charm of a love which he 
had not been a))lc to enjoy at the time when he 
dreaded its obligations. 

But what he regretted in Helen, even more than 
her gi-acious tenderness, was her physieal person. 
From the time that he had bceijine her lover he 
had, contrary" to all his piinciples, remamed entirely 
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'"aithfiil to her, anil this iiilelity iucreaeod in him 
he exactitude of the memory of the senses. He 
;ould again see in thought the room in the Rue 
de Stockholm, and on tlie pillow that refined head, 
its eyes laden with mysterious voluptuousness. 
Slight and scarcely observed details recuiTed to 
him : a certain fashion that she had of leaning her 
pretty face over liim, the aroma which hung about 
her kisses and their special flavoui’. 

A yearning then seized him, against which he 
employed the infallible remedy to which be vraa 
accustomed. He felt that he must place between 
Helen and himself bodily shapes that might aflbrd 
his senses a pasture of beauty, bosoms fit to 
serve for the modelling of cups, sinking shoulders 
worthy of statues, supple hips, slender legs, and 
skilful, caresses. Such instruments of forgetfulness 
abound in first-class houses tif pleasure. The young 
man used them on this occasion, as on others, even 
to excess, so that when Helen rang at the door in 
the Rue Lincoln, she had come to be almost as 
great a stranger to him as though he had never 
known her. 

He was turning over the leaves of a book, Ijing 
rather than sitting in an easj’^-chair, and w^ting 
until it should be time to dress in order to rejoin 
some dinner companions at the club. He was in 
tU^t condition^ of pleasing weariness which heart* 
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leMH 2 )leaRiire always brings to men wlio are wise 
enough to ask nothing of women but the (enjoy- 
ment of palpable beauty. Helen and the intrigue 
of the previous months were, so far as he was oou- 
cerned, shrinking into a baekgiMund tliat each day 
mado metre inaccessible than befrtre. It was an- 
other chapter to be. addf'd" to the others in the 
mournful romance of gallantry in the course of 
wdiich hi.s feelings had been exhausted without 
being expended. 

Already, as he th^ght about it, he had ceased 
to led anything moie than a sick spot in bis heart. 
He was sorry for having so greatly misundin’slood 
Chazel, but a satisfied conscience softened this 
son’ow. Had he not unhesitatingly sacrified to his 
friend’s confidence all the pleasure that his intrigue 
might still have brought him * Accordingly, he 
experienced the most disagreeable of surpiises 
when, after being mfonned by his servant that a 
lady wished to speak to him, he saw Helen. She 
had riot taken the trouble to put on a veil, lie 
perceived at a glance her wasted countenance, her 
discoloured eyes, her bright and steady gaze, her 
bitter lips. Mechanically, he pushed ah arm-chaii 
towards her, which slie declined. 

“It is not worth while,” she said, “what I 
have to say to yon will not take long. 1 shall 
not take up much of your time." 
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“ Wfll,” ]\f tlxHij^lil io liiiJiM-'lf, “ aiiotlier scene. 
It. shall be the last.” 

The* oonnilc'tc absence of physical desire result- 
ing from his recent debauches, made him singu- 
larly dry and hard. lie reflected that it had been 
very stnjiid on hiffpart not to close his door against 
her, and he lorthwith determined ti> enter into no 
explanations, and to keep her at a distance by the 
employment of the most commonplace politeness. 

“I feel quite put out,” he said to her, just as 
though there had never been ijipything but the most 
oflicial relations between them; “I ought to have 
calk'd on you after my return, and then a dozen 
wretched trifles pi evented mo. Yon know liow it 
is when one is on the point of going away. I expect 
to be in London towards the end of the month.” 

“Do not trouble yourself to make excuses,’' 
Helen internipted, shrugging her shoulders; 
“ what is the use ? Whv should yen have come? 
To avoid compromising me ? 1 will dispense with 

such delicacy on your part. I'o tell me again that 
you do not love me, and have never loved me, and 
to See me sufler ? You are not a monster. All 
that you had to tell me you told me. Jh) not be 
ali-aid,” she added with a nerveless smile, “it is not 
to resume our former conversation that I am here.” 

She paused as though the words that she was 
about to utter wore already burning her lips, the 
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lipR parched by so many iev(‘jiKli iiifilits. She had 
epokeu in ro bitter and Avitlial ro f^rave a voice 
that the young man felt a pang. On Rceing Iht 
again he had expected a pleading scene, the eager 
appeal of a forsaken ruistreRR who eiitreats lor but 
a day of the old liapjaness, and the Roleninity of 
Helene accentR heralded a prayerleRS, hopeloRs 
revelation, tidingR such as to her ap})eared of tragic 
iinport.auce. ^^^a8 she going to tell him that she 
was pregnant '/ Or had Rhe in an hour of wildness 
confesfied everj'tliing to her husband? She re- 
mained fiilent, and it was his turn to be impatient. 

“ Speak," he said, “ 1 am listening to you.” 

“ In that last conversation, which -once more 1 
have no wish to resume,” she went on, “ you told 
me that you were acquainted with ray life. You 
even entered intn) particulars by mcntioiiing a 
name, the name of Monsieur de Vavades. You 
asserted that this man had bein my lover.’’ 

“ I told you what had been told to me,” he said 
with emphasis. 

“ And that you believed it ? ’’ she questioned. 

“ As people do believe such things,” he returned ; 
“you misunderstood me, or else 1 expressed myself 
badly, very badly.” And he thought : “ She is 
going to produce some letter or other from her 
pocket, witnessing to De Varades’s deep respectfor 
hef.” He recollected having written similar letters 



23fl A LOVE CRIME. 

to former njistresst'K, to be rIiiiwii to one having 
special privileges. “A foolish disciission,” he 
sighed to himself, “but how is it t(t be avoided?” 

“Well,” she retorted with strange energy, “if 
you are told that, iioav, you Juay believe it, and 
reply that you have it from a sure source.” And 
looking at liim witli an air at once of triumph and 
of despair, she added: “ I am Jlonsii'ur de Varados’s 
mistress, do yon hear?” And sh(f repeated: “I 
am Moiisiour de Varades's mistress.” 

Ariiiand listened to her repetition of these words 
by which slio was iullicting dishonour upon herself, 
and hisfeeling was one rather of pain than of sorrow. 
It appeared to him as well piteous as insane that, 
impelled by some sickly appetite for drama and 
emotion, she should thus come and tell him of the 
renewal of her amour ■with her former lover. On 
the other hand, he had not, at the period of his 
first suspicions, been in possession of an absolute, 
indisputable assurance r'‘spectiug the guilty nature 
of the relations between Helen and De Varades, and 
now she bad come to denounce herself to him in so ■' 
brutal a fashion that he could not help feeling a : 
spasm of base jealousy; and he replied ■with iuvol- ■ 
untary abniptness : 

“ You are perleetly free ; bow do you think that 
concerns me? Ihilcss,” he added, ci-uelly, “I can 
be of use to you ? ” 



A LOVE CRIME. 


257 


“ Don’t play the wit,” shu wont on more violmlly i 
fitill. “ You owe it to me to listen to mo ; the least 
a niaii can do is to listen to the woman he has 
ruined. For you have ruined me ; yes, you, and 1 
wish you to know it. Ah ! yon thought that I was 
lying, that I was sliowing off to please you, when I 
told you that I had never laid a lov(‘r l)t‘tore your- 
self; Avill you believe me now when I tell you in 
the same breath that I am to-day llonsieur de 
Varades’s mistress, and that I Avas not so befou*'? 

I have met him again, and 1 have given myself 1o 
him. Do not ask me whv, but it is a 1‘aet. You 
Bee that 1 am nut Keeking’ tu a j»iirt, that I am 
not iifruitl ofyunr cuiilemjtt, tliat 1 luuv uot eume 
to reocAV lelatiuns witli }on: hut it iw l■([^lally tnui 
that I liave degradi.-d and pulluted all tliat in ia 
me. And when 1 gave my,selt' to you I avuh ku 
pure ! I had nothing, nothing on my eoiiHcienee ! 

1 had kept niyBi if i'or you alnue, uh though 1 had 
known that I wuk one day to meet you. Ah! 
that ie what 1 want you to know. A Avomaii who 
accuaeB herw’lf as I am doing now has nothing left 
to be euretul about, huH kIio ? Why should 1 he to 
■you uow? Tell me, why? You will be forced to 
believe me, and you udll say to yourself : ‘ I was 
her first love; slie did uot deny herself because 
she loved me. She loved me as mau dreams of 
hemg loved, with her whole heart, her whole 
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being, and not in thi? pn^stnit merely, but in the 
past. And see Avhat I have made of the woman 
who loved me tlius — a creature who has ceased to 
believe in anything or respect anything, who has 
taken a fresh lover in caprice, who will take a 
second and a third — a ruined woman.* Yes, once 
more, it is you avIio have ruined me, and I wairt, I 
want you to know it, and it will be my mveiige 

lhat \"ou will never im»re be able to doubt it 

•/ 

Ruined ! Ruined I You hiive mined me — ^you 1 
you 1 you I ” 

She had hurled forth these words in a panting 
voice, drawing closer to Arinand as she went on in 
a convulsion of frenzy, and in the tone of her voice, 
in her looks, in the whole of her agitated person, 
there was that levelling power of truth against 
which doubt in vain tries to stand. The kind of 
frightful, dishonouring proof of her former purity 
resting upon the cynical avowal of her present 
infamy became irretntable tliroiigh the evident 
exaltation which possessed her and which did not 
BiiflFer her to conceal anything in her thoughts. 
Blit what rendered this reasoning still more decisive 
to the man listening to the miserable confession 
with a blending of astonishment and terror, was 
the sudden crisis of emotion wrought in her after 
she had spoken. Passion, sated by this frantic 
utterance, suddenly gave way to despair. AU at 



A LOVE GRIME 


239 


once she looked at Arinaiul willi ('yes in wliieli tiu* 
flush of indignation was drowned in tears, and 
uttering a shriek she sank upon the floor 

There, stretched at length, slio began to moan. 
It was a slow, continuous sob, tlio dull, uniform 
wail of a tlyiug ercs-iture. It eanio up, Tip to 
Amitrnl, and this supreme wail gathered intoitselt 
the echoes ot all the wails that shi* had stifled, of 
all the sighs that had b<*en (.‘hecked on tlic margin 
ot her heart. It was the thrtu's of many days 
breathed torth in a last ajipi'al. If on coming into 
contact witli Altiaal’a distress, Arinand had ex]»er- 
ienced an inesistiblo toc'ling of soirowtul humanity, 
how much the more and with how much gi'cater 
power was he visited with this feeling now, on 
coming into contact with the distress of the woman 
Ijndg thus <in the ground { The Jrail and potent tie 
which had united him to this vanquished being, 
the unconquerable tio of mutual voluptuousness, 
suddenly bound him to her anew. Ho believed 
that he had forg<itten her, and here, beneath the 
two-fold influence of uucon8ci<uis jealousy and 
physical pity, ho was .again finding within himself 
feelings of which ho had deemed himself no longer 
capable. A passionate impulse prompted him to 
fling himself upon his knees, and ho strove to raise 
her as though she had boon his luistrcss still. 
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“Ht'leij,” he “recuvtr yourself. In pity to 
me do not Aveep jn this way. Stand up.” 

She obeyed, and slowly turaed towards him her 
SAvimming eyes and parted lips. An expression of 
unspeakable gratitude passed aeross her inouniful 
countenance. lie seated her in an arm-chair, 
placing himself at her feet to AAUpe aAvay her tears. 
Then she was able to speak again. 

*‘Ah!” she said, ‘‘all is oA’er — oA'or! Ah I 
neA'er again — I You do not kuoA\% Arujand, how 1 
loved you, how I loA'e you. Ah ! why haA'e I done 
Avhat I did? You see, I aa’uh like a niadAA'onian. I 
could do nothing, J could do nothing butloA’eyou. 
You Avere my aa’Iu)1o life, my AA'hole faith, all that 
to me was noble and go<id. And then, suddenly, 
it all failed me ! I have, suffered so greatly 1 I 
could ahways hear y<iu saying those friglrtful 
words to me. It was like a kniii' tuining eA'crj' 
moment in my lieart, 1 Avaiit'-d to forj^et you, to 
forget myself, to destroy everytliing, unhappy 
Avomanl What haA'e 1 done? Why did I not 
come to eutreat you to take me back again, to 
believe in me ? I sliould found AA'ords to 

conA’inoe you. Now, all is oA’er. Do not touch 
me; I loathe myself.” 

And she freed herself, and repulsed him. He 
perceived^ that she had just seen the other, her new 
lover. Tlieii she went on puBsiouatcly; 
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“No! ! t<nnM‘iil(n ! 'Tjh ymii Iniill. 

Yes, 'tis you Avhu fijtTc*. Jla<l you any 

light to treat me so^-' AiisAver. Wliat wioiig 
Iiad 1 dou<* you? Wlieii luul I chMMMVtMl ymr-^ 
Why did you dnuht uu*? No, uiy love 'I’is you 
A\ho aie so go<»d, so kind^, whom I love so mueh 
Kovgivt* me! Koigive. me! (Inet is lallmg im*’ ' 

TllUS siie lailU‘llted, reV(‘ahng lr\ the ieeipl‘oe;i- 
tion of her alteruai(‘l^ r(*viling aud^oviiig nttei aiieo.^ 
the in(*olieienee ot the ieeliiigs whosc^ ti‘mi>est was 
sliakiug lu.r. 'I'Ikmi eaim* lelnd lioiii this frenzy, 
and sh(‘ said ; 

“Let me a little. It eases me. l>o not 

Kp<‘ak to me. lh‘<*s(aitly.” 

And lie l(‘l’t liei side, flow ])«»w(.‘] less he f(‘lt in 
preseiiec of tins outl>n‘ak of despan, lie hegan to 
pane backwards and iorwaids m tlie room, which 
was being in\aded by the* imdnnelioly of the twi- 
liglit ; and 1 1( leiTs sobbing had giown epiitc^ humble 
now, (jiiite loAV, almost like* that of a little gill, 
Insteiid of the trantie relK‘llioii that there had beei 
at first, tliev(' was a long sigh, e’easele^sly broke^n 
and ceaselessly r(‘snim*d, ^wdiieh eom]>lefed tl]t» 
3*oung man's jKTtuibation. He no longei tried to 
comfort and ht* tried no mou' to eonlest the 
cruel evidei ( e that had i>eeome tixiMl withn* him, 
never moK' to leave liim. Pity for sue!) agony, 
siiiveriiig lioiror at sueli irrelnevable pollution, and 

Q 
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th«.‘ sight of tlie oniol injustico which ho had com- 
mitted, hk'iulod together to torture him. But 
what mov<* than all beside ovcTwIielmed him, and 
laid upon his heart a weight wliioh he could feel * 
would the)icef(irward be inemovable, was the feel- 
iHg of his own tendtle responsibility foi' tin! ruin 
(if this \v<mian. What! it was tlirough kimwiiig 
lihii and having him that the uidiai>))y woman had 
sunk so low ! #IIelen's instuiet had not deei-ived 
ht'r; he could doubt no loiigiu’. lb* believed her, 
and in all resjiects. lb* beli(;ved that sin* had 
really loved him. He believed that befoi e meeting 
him she had been })ure. He believed that tnmzy 
at an iniquitous di-sertion had led In'r so far astray 
as to throw her into the arms of another, and that 
he, Avniand, was the cause, the sole cause of it all. 
lie continued to walk iqi and down, and every 
time that he turned to letiaee Ins steps he could 
see betAveen the dismally lighted Avindows that 
sunken form, that face standing out so pale against 
the background of shadoAv! What had become 
of his inditi'oivnce before Helen's entrance ? -\ud 
hispoAver of negation, Avhal had he. done Avith it? 
People do not dispute Avith a ileath-rattle, and lie 
had been present at the death of a soul. It was 
too true that she asked for nothing and Avished for 
nothing, unless that he should see her heart laid 
bare ; he had seen it, he shav it still and the blood 
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that flowod from tlu' Avomid intiii'tod by IninRoll. 
Ilow did they cnutiiiue tlma without speak- 
ing, he still walking, and she still wo opinjuj ^ In 
the end he went up to her, took h(*r hand with a 
shudder at feelin;^ tins soft, dainj), cold hand, 
raised it to liis lips, and let fall iijion it tin* lirst 
tears that he had shed Ibr years. In the dej)1hs 
of the abyss of despair in whieh she was lyin^, she 
conld still lind ])ity h»r lier t(innentorV tears. “ Uo 
not weo}),” sh<‘ s,iid to him, an<l dvawin;jj him to 
her, she ]>assioTiatcly envu‘r(*d In’s faee with kiss(*s. 
He could feel burniii}^ lijis traverse his eyes, his 
brow, his mouth. Then she disen ^a^ed herselt 
from him. Slie rose. Once agaiir had she just 
seen the other, 

“ All," she (*xclaiined, in anguish, “ I caiimd even 
comfort you now. (xood-hye, good-bye," she re- 
peated, “ and tliis time it is good-bye for ever.'' 

She passed her liauds ov(t the young man's 
hair, and over his face, as though to convince her- 
self of tlu* real existence of the coiinlenanet* she 
had loved so dearly, and then slie hn»kt* away, 
luisteniiig towards the door. 

* Where are you going? " he asked her. 

“T am flying from you," she said wildly, and 
already she was out of the r(»om. 

The outer door had closed after her and he had 
not found energy enough to lollow Jier. He re- 
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iiiaiiied standing' on tlio njMd \^I^olv pIio had lofi 
Iniu, UK thong]] ho Ijad been Kmitteii with a Ktroke 
of j)arnlyKiK. A terrible dread suddenly Kent an icy 
sliivca* tlir<mgli his whole body. What if Helen in 
file frenzy of her d(‘8pair l)ad Hed from liis lionsein 
<»rd(T to kill lierself? Foi a iiionient In* liud la ibre 
his eyes a h<nTible lialliicination — the sliadow (»f a 
quay, the great, dim, moving sheet (»f ii\er, and 
a wt juan s ])tHly rolled aloiig in tli'* ic‘y water. 
In liis turn he rushed away. He descended tlie 
staircase four stejis at a time. On the footpath 
there was a woman going in the dii(*etion of the 
Chanjps Elysees. He Inniiod after Iut. It was 
not she. He reaelu'd tlio x\ venue, which was filled 
with a swaiin of jiassengers and velii(*les. How 
could he find her in such a eiowd { How guess in 
what dhvction the unhappy Avoman liad fled. A 
drizzling rain Avas tailing. Hc‘ hailed seAXTul eabs 
in A’ain, and not until lie Ijad reaelied tlie oross- 
Avays could he stop one. lh‘ ga\'e tlie driver the 
a<ldress in the Rue di' La Roehefoiieauld, and on 
tlie Avay he, too, kneAv an anguisli dnA'eii to the 
ptiint of madness. But he avus already at the foot 
of the street and in fnmt of the little Imuse. St 
was with a trembling of liis entire heart that he 
dreAV the bell at the door, and asked the servant 
A\ liether Madame Chazel had einiu' in. On hearing 
I he nian'e affirmative rejily lie nearly fell to the 
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fjji'onnd in the excesK «>f his enidtion. And torth- 
,wilh — fur the phiv of the passions constantly eiius.-s 
ns to ooiihuit with thoHo countless tulles of c.^is- 
tence — ho felt like a fool in ])i'esenee of tin.' man, 
who stood aside to let hun pass. IJow could he, 
endure llehm’s jn’cscnee at that moment, or, moie 
than all, Alfred's.^ lie stammered out a sentence 
allegiiij; that ho had forfijotten a piece of liusmess, 
and sayiijjj; that he would return in the eveuinj^. 
lie throw himself a/^ain into his cab. 

“'riie thouf^ht of her son lias saved her!” he 
said to himself. “ 1 am at least not a murderer ! " 



CFlAPTRh X. 

A FEW days aft<‘r this Kct'iic, Annaiid soiit Cliazol a 
letter dated from London in Avliicli lie made his 
exeiisi'S foi not shaking hands Avitli his fiiends 
before his final departure. To set foot af^ain m 
the little, house in the Rue de La Koehefoueauld, 
to see again the Iavo beings Avhosi- lives he had 
broken, but wdio both had nevertheless only words 
of trust or forgiveness for him, to be piesent once 
more at those moral throes whose every sigh 
echoed in intolerable fashion to the very dejiths of 
his soul — this elFort had been beyond his actual 
energy. He had said to himself when thinking on 
the one hand of Alfred’s probable melancholy, and 
on the other, of Helen and of the life that, she 
w’ould lead amid such a bankruptcy of all moiicsty 
and feeling : 

“ It is horrible, but 1 cannot help it. I must for- 
get it” 

And to put petty facts, in accordance with one of 
his favourite maxims, between himself and his grief, 
he had hastened his journey to England. During 
the yeais of his ciuelly idle and empty life, he had 
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(loTie liiP best to bojj^uilc w^aiiiiosK l»y (•(Jsmojidh’tHU 
wamJeriii^H, 1I<* liad thus fonnud llirui^ or four 
social centres for Linisclf ihroii^h Europe. In 
London, especially, lie had a lile i eady uiadi*, r»»onis 
in Bolton Street, off Piccadilly, two clubs in which 
to tind hospitality, and twenty houses in which to 
be rci'eived as a fricaid. But this vjar, when 
settled as usual in tin* tliree fuinished apaitnieiils 
I'cserved tor him, he felt incapable of enteiinii;' im- 
mediately upon the whiil of society, “f will leave 
my cards in a few days,’'’ In* said to liiinself. 

^J’he few days passed by, and lie had the same 
repugnance to seeing his a<‘iiuainiances again, 
lb* allowed a week to glide away in this manner, 
two weeks, three, and ho continued to ex])eiienee 
ail unconquerable aversion to all conversation and 
all friendly meeting, to all things and all persons. 
He went so far as to walk only in the evening, the 
more surely to cvad(‘ the human face. If he went 
out in daylight, it was to take oiio of those two- 
wheeled cabs, tljc drivia- of which is perched high 
up behind, ami the horse in which trots so (juickly. 

Without an object, he hud himself driven at 
random through the interminable streets of the 
huge city. Small, dark houses succeeded to 
small, dark houses, sqiuues with railings and mise- 
rable tre(‘s, open spaces yith discoloured statues, 
and boundless paiks with herbage browsed by 
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flndvfi, f»peiK.Ml n]) at distant intervals. Over tlie 
monstrous aiit-liill extended the vault ol' a sonty 
sky. Sometimes tlu^ said sky was wliolly drowned 
in a yelh)w fof^: at olln*i liim*H the mist broke in 
pc'ltiiifjj rain, or else flu re was a dim, cold azure in 
which coal-dust sec*im‘<l t<» be lloaliiii;’, A j)»>pula- 
tion was huiTviii*^ alon^' tliese slre(‘ts, but Arniaiid 
did not leco^nise a sink'll* face, mid he would f*;'n 
on thns foi whole hours, alone witli liis tlioii^'ht as 
wlien he awoke, and dn*Hsed, and ate — Avith that 
tlioiieht wJiicli Avas alAvays jijvsent and was always 
similar to itself. 

And Avhat AA^as it that aauis shoAvn liim by this 
fixed and toiturinj’: thoiiji;*!!! { Unct‘asin;;iy, un- 
eoasinf*;ly Helen, and tlie terrible confession during’ 
their last intcrAn<‘W shoAved itsell in all its details, 
and he could see the act wdiich she had a\"OAVt‘d in 
terms so pitilessly precise* and clear. Slio was 
L^voked heibre him in the arms of De Yarades; for 
he told himself that after the first crisis of 
despair *Jie must liave relapsed again, and the 
vision iiiilieted upon liim a heeling Avhicli In* again 
compared to a AVeight upon his h(*art, crushing it 
with sadness. 

This dull Aveight liad des(M*nded uptm it on the 
day when she had lamented so tragically in the 
drawing-room in the Rue Lincoln. And, as on 
that occasion, he endured an unbearable oppression 
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in knowing iiiniRolf to he tlio /^jniso of tlun woniau'.'^ 
misery. A1't(‘r tlie pres(‘nt intrijgiK^ with 1 >o Viu-iidos, 
doubtless slie would hav'o ot]i<‘is. Is tlim’e ever a 
<‘lieek on that Kli])])erv ineline wliu^li hwids from the 
S(‘eoinl lover to tin* t<‘n til' \Vh(*n thi‘ liabit and powei' 
ot* s<df-res|)ei‘1, that unn{ii(‘ pinn iple ol’all digiiily, 
has Ix'eii lost, wliat dike <niii Ix^ ijjiposed to the in- 
vading flood of t(‘iu]»1ation and euihisity ^ Ilehai 
was beautiful and Wi)uld lx; couited. Ihu- siieees- 
sive falls oeeuired by antieijiation now Ixuieatli his 
ey^^s, lie could do nothing to pr(‘V(‘nt them, anrl it 
was he, as she had <*x(daimed thnnigli her tears, it 
was he who laid ruincxl her. 

In j)r(‘sene(* of tile image of this, woman’s life, 
he felt as though sol over against a lieing for 
wliom he had ponied out poison with liis own 
hands. Tlx* moital diseonijiosure oi' the fa(‘C, the 
cold sweat, the terrible convulsituis, liow could 
these lie jireveiited when the fatril drug was flow- 
ing in her blood? The venom of adultery with 
which he had infi‘Lted this cia^atuie would aecom- 
plisli its wau'k ot destruction. What exeiiso had 
he for liaving done this ? None, st*eing that he 
had taken her without loving her. Yes, if only he 
had loved her, if he hayi repaid her a little happi- 
ness in exchange for the gift of her person I 

But to the inevitable humiliation of guilt he had 
united another ground of humiliation, namely, the 
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niofit cnie] cliKillusioii. Of a cliilil nr*]) m 
and lod a^iray l>y a jL*<‘nernnH al'tiT tin.* 

jnoat i‘Ievated what ]iad lie made One 

nmU‘<‘eived and in (juest <»!* Inrp'ffixlTiesa, Wliat 
would alie lie ill a year, and tlu*!! in anoiliei year, 
and in yet anollier lie re|H‘ated tin* eek^hrated 
plnase: 1 // thr Arnhia uhU not f^ieecfun 

litl/r hmuL" ^ And lie hent lK‘n(*alh the wei^-lit 
of roinorKO, a so heavy, ali! so ei nelly 

hea\y, tliat Ik* was rendered ineajialile of any ex- 
penenee save tliai overwliehnini;-, ( «*nliniious cruhlj- 
111^ beneatli the thought <if tlie aet eornniitled. 

Wliat an ahsiinl machine man is,” he llioiiglit, 
“■and wliat e<int(*mptible Aveakness this distress! 
To justify such remoiso I should of necessity be 
guilty, that is so say, respoiisilih* and free. Is not 
freedom an empty word, as also in eunse(j[uc*iice 
good and evil, virtue and vice?” 

He had thought mneh on thesi* questions in his 
youtli, and had allowed as acL urate the chief 
nmdern aigunients against the freedom of the will. 
He studied himselt that, by applying ‘them to his 
own case, he might destroy the moral misery that 
affected him. 

What am 1 ? *’* he wont on ; “ the product of a 
certain heredity placed in a certain environment. 
The circumstances once given, I could not but fed 
as 1 fell, think as I thought; desire as I desired.” 
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And he dHronipoHud IiIk «)\vii peisoiiality into its 
elements, as he had done (nily too otleu in liis 
periods of UainhitiKiu,' as lie called Ins aiialytie 
crises of inward paralysis. He iecof»'iiist*(l the tiist 
heji^innin^ of liis c'^'utisiri in llie al>si'iice of family 
life; ho took <'.o^iiisanee of the fact that eoll(\e;i‘ ht(‘ 
had too eaily ])ollnt<Ml his imagination, and tlie s];j;ht 
of the shiiightev in tin* civil w.ir too caily awaked 
his inisanthro] ly. He <‘ould see hinis«‘lt losing his 
religious faith liy precocious reading, hecoiniiig 
unmt<‘iested in all ambition foi lack of a cause in 
whieli he could beli(‘ve, and bi‘eaiiSLv he was rich 
enough to live witliout a profi‘ssit>n. Th(‘n lie 
watehed tin* long, us(‘less, and fatal seiii‘s of liiw 
love experienec‘S unfold itself down to the hour 
when he had met Madame (lia/.el. 

“ II<»w eould I have judged of li(*r otlierwise than 
I did?" he went on. "‘She in a measure threw 
herself at my head. Could J undei stand that Ihis 
was the niadn(‘ss of a romantic, inational, but 
sincere nature ? I thought she was a woman like 
the rest. I thought so, and it was inevitable that 
I should think so.” 

IJe tlirust the words exjiressivc* of necessity — 
*‘it was inevitable” — into bis heart, like a lever 
wherewith he might raise the weight of Iiis re- 
morse, but the weight continued tln re still. His 
striving was in vain ; Sfanetliing within him that 
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wiiK Ktvuiig<‘r tluin hinisdl CDii^tjaincd liiio tn cou* 
sulrr tlio author of this woinairB riiiu. 

Then ho exerted himself to devise soiae other 
proci'Rs of alleviation, lie reverted in i]jiai;ination 
to all the huItin^-placeH in tlnnr mutual intrigue, 
and lie passi'd along this load of perdition seeking 
for lhc‘ crossways, the inoiueiils when he might 
J)a.v<^ entered and causc‘jl her to enter upon a 
dilferent route. Why during the liisfc few weeks 
of the l^hazels’ shiy in Ihiris had he, when walking 
with Helen, taken pains to assume a sentimental 
attitude tow'aids her‘^ 'fhat he miglifc appeal to 
her thouglits and influonee them to curiosity. 
Could ho have lielped it? ‘‘No,” he replied, 
angrily; “ seduction is a part of my nature, as the 
chase is of the nature (»f a greyhound.*' 

A moimnit had come when he had perceived that 
Hehm was b(jginning to love him. Could he then 
have withdrawn liimself from lier life? Yes, if he 
liad believed himself to be hei tiist love. But does 
a man eoinmand lnms< If to believe this or that, to 
think m one 'way or anothei What would be not 
iiftw have given to judgi^ of Helen as he fonnerly 
<lul, and this was impossible just as it had been 
imjiossible that he sliould judge of her during that 
period as he did now! 

On the night before theii first secret interview, 
he could again see himselt hesitating and on the 
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poi]jt <»f Ikt i» tnill inl l(‘ttrv in nnl<'i to 

break witli lici liclore tbo nvt^jiaraMi* lioni bad 
eome. ]>nt oonld be liave ])ievejitc‘d siicli or snob 
an iina|L><‘ finm bolc^agneiing Jiis Ihongbl and re- 
Rtraining liis |m‘]i ? 

During tin* Ibn unaitliK «»i llnai miinn bi* bad not 
loved In*!, and Ins lack of I'ccling liad martyred 
her! Hni is cmotitai la^ (‘o]ninande(b ami 
iemb.incss ^ II lie liad broken l)vnl ally A\iili liei, 
thlR Avas a tnrtbm' ellcct oi' tln^ potiaiey of i(b‘as 
over (b(‘ buiiian vill. ]»ereep1ion williin liim 

of Jiis friemTs sorrow bad l»een stronger Iban Ibal 
of his misirt‘ss’s. He grasped as through a inagni- 
fj-nng glass tlu' intiTiial inccbanism of wliich his 
actions liad beiai the visible' sign, th(‘ tinal result; 
ht‘ bnri<Ml bimscll in this mmiili' examination oj 
his past. 

Jt was all in vain. Thc' w(»ight ed' bis reiiioisc 
was still thtTc. 1I<‘ sneee'cdi'd in eonsineing bis 
intellect, and the* conviction did not reln‘ve bis 
heart. His conscience*, as the vulgar phrase has it, 
was tormenting linn. Tml what isconsci(*nce otbei 
than, an illusi<m‘' A stone that has been tlirown, 
and tliat feels itsedf rolling witbont e*ve‘n knowing 
that a hand has thrown it, might also belicvi* it- 
self to be the cause* of its own niotiem. Its con- 
science might rejiroach it for the e-riisliing of the 
grassddades in its patli. Keinorsemigbl start upiu it, 
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‘Tf I hnd a p]ior‘<r(* iH'fnn* my (\V(‘s in confie- 
qnonco of nn halliifination,” Ariiiiind concluded, 
“Klionld 1 pln «’0 cv**drji(*o in apparitJoiiH ? I shoiild 
trll ]in solf that 1 saw a spe# tro, an imi]»ty form, 
Ihat tli(* condition of niy lioddy or/j^ans inllndcd the 
ol»siMKion upon iins and tliat would Ik* all. Let mo 
HiifU-r frniii iny spr('iv(‘ if ]1 must l)c* so, Inif lot luo 
not b^'liovo in if." 

Oranti d ! (Jood, evil, renn>isi‘, oonsi*i«‘n(ie, free- 
dom — all MO iiKinv unreal ap)»aritionM, so many 
liodilosH Mhadows! But then* was indisputable 
roalily in tin* ruin ot a soul, and in the fact that a 
dreadful destiny liad made liim the instrument of 
its ruin. A ruined soul? There are tlien a life 
and a death of souls, something tliat fosters them 
and R(p'n*thinf:: that destroys them, after the man- 
ner of spiritual damnation and salvation. Then 
ho ihou^-ht <if lleleirs soul before* tin* linal disaster, 
all the ejusodes <jf their eoinnion jiast reenrred 
siinultun(MnjHly to him, ami lie int(U‘pn*ted and 
undm’stood thmn. 

Now that he knoAv the truth coneerning her, 
and the extent to which he had misjudged her, 
the pettiest faets in that past were possessed of 
unlooked-for sigmticance. ddie mute jnonients 
of his sad sweetheart, her melancholy, h(*r effusive- 
ness, showed to him in turn, and each memory 
revealed to him at on(‘e his 3wu ingratitude and 
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the nt 1h(‘ r<M‘hny: Hint lio ha<l 

How living WMK tlirn tlint woniaii’is houI! How 
ovon in ^uilt ! What ric*lnios« in its sinisi- 
liility! What Inlnoss in its tauotiunsl What 
in its sorrow, .uni what niai>nilir.‘iico in it^ 
fltiivin^' al’tor an inac (•(\ssiM(‘ ha|>|a’n(\ss An<l now, 
‘in tlir saiiK* soul, what inoffinM^ahlo imllnli in ! 

Ills i( llcrtionsi nni(‘(I njion AHVimI, and ho rooallod 
his l.ist (*on\ ♦•rsation willi tin* man In* had s(» 
nnwoitlnly doc<*i\(‘d. II«* too ])oss(‘ss«mI a hvnn^ 
Roiil wlicnoo i»,nsh(‘d, as from kindly spnnj^s, ton- 
dnrncss and l<»yaUy, all the for(*(*s of lioliof and 
l(iV(». Thon Aiiiiand dircoiod liis tlion^lit to 
hinisolf: “Ah! It is I/’ lu* said, “ I win) liave tlio 
doa<l sunl I " 

]!(' ictracod tho com sc* ol his youth. Ho saw 
liiins<*ll youiii;* and incapal)lo of dovotin^ Ins 
{tf'tjvity to an kIcmI i.iifli, a lil»r*rfiii(* iiic*apal)lc of 
stoadynii;- his hcait upon a })aHsioj) — j)ow<Th*ss ioi 
self-sill n inhn, l)cliof, love 1 He went over Hic* 
fatal list wliicli ha 1 licon drawn iij) certainly no 
lefts hy Ins vanity as a scmIucct than by his curiosity 
as a dcl)an<*h(*e. He sought again tin* names and 
couiitenan(.*es of the women wlio liad giv(*n thcan- 
selves to him, Iroin tliose wlio had becni his in 
rooms of infamy, where the* mirrors of ahmve and 
ceiling multiply the whitemess of ualcod eharms, to 
those, whom he had poss(*ssed in uiod'^sty and who 
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reqninMl iluil cT.floaiiiu’ntsHlumld hcalinnulodin tlio 
sluulo^v of lowovcd ciiiliiiTis. Wlint liad lio mado 
of the first .Mild of tlio soooiid, of flic iniiuit-sioued and 
(jI (he venal, of the r(!iiiJMifu and of tlie deia’aved, 
oflifth' AIum* and of diihcjtr, of j\l.M(lani(* <lo Uii^le 
and nt Hrlnr’' Inshnnn‘iits<»fw]i‘-'.itnin and iioiliint*; 
inoie. Tniild Jm‘ i<‘nn‘iii)»cr a Kini;lo nn(‘ to whom 
he liad Immmi pxid and lielptiil, and wlio A\as llie 
])elt(‘i in] liavin^' known iiun ' J'lie piostitutes 
lie liad (*aus(Ml t(» (Miinnnt an a(‘t of pmslitn- 
tinn anioni»' a tlnnisainl nlla-rs, 'i'Jie a«liijter(‘ssi's 
had lied onee more for him. IIik soul liad not only 
})een dead; it had sjireai! around if llie infietion of 
its o\Mj essential <l(‘at}u With Ins keen intellect, 
his rave imagination, and all the im])]i‘m(‘nts of 
anpeiioiity that foi’tiim' had plaet'd in Ins hands, 
^^]lat woik liad he lieeii aceom]>lish]n;; since his 
youth ? i\nd all was to end in llie nioial assassin- 
at ion oi a woman who laid l)eli(‘Ve«l in him! J 

'riien the weii»*ljt inercased in la^aMness and he 
stn»v<‘ anew. 

‘‘ Lit(^ ami death of the sonl ! Wonls! \V(H'dsl 
A tiitlinej ccrelaal alteiatioii and the ^onl ise]ian{»ed. 
Tllenlieloseo}^ew<>nldre^ ealth(‘slii;*ht disjiositionof 
cells wliu h hasiitliat J haveii»*ver love<l. lint wliy,” 
lie addid ‘‘d('es tliis soul live In means of certain 
ideas ami die thro1i^*]i otliers*'' W hr? T do not 
know, and there aie many othti things that I 
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lint knnw. I talk of the liraiii. What i,s tliu 
hiainV It is laatior. Anti what is uj.itloi ^ Nn 
<»ae knows, no one iimhn'staails. What is tho ns«‘ 
of asldii/jj: Wliy tin’s or why that? Thort‘ is hut 
one quf'stion: Why anyllna^? Anti tlm only 
thiHiL:^ we loally know is lhal wi‘ shall nevta he 
al»h‘ to answer that ejut^stiwa/" 

lie |) •iet‘i\ im 1 th(‘ ;LCuhh)f niysfta’v, tin* ahyss of tin* 
laikiniwahlt* which scient‘c sliow.s It) lie at Hit* h.i-sis 
oi’ all thoa,e,iit and of all c‘xislenci*. BcjuMih tin* 
proMcin of las own ]>aiin*ular destiny. In* tviiichctl 
n[ion tin* prohlein of all destiny, ainl his inoial 
was Kt) int(‘nst‘ that In* ftii a temptation to intt‘ri)iel, 
in a eonsolaiory sense, tla* niyslery wln^rein In* 
f'.lt drtiwned \\ \\\ slnnihl md (In* key to tins 
eiiJ^ma <if Hie, iindt‘ei])}n*iahlt‘ hyieason at*t*«)Hlin^' 
to reason’s own avow.il, lx* one of Scil\atioii, .i ke\ 
lhat slnnild i(*ih*eni tin* iinivoisal tlistrt ss hen* 
Ixiow, that slioiild restoH* life to di .id Stalls siuii 
as his own soul, anti tleep j)eae«* to foitnrt tl eiai- 
scienet's such as his own et)iisen*nee? Wliy shouhl 
tli(*re not be a lieait like 1i» oni t)wn heails .uni 
capable t>f pitying ns at the ec*iiti*e tif tliat nature 
which lias nevertheless prtidiiced ns, ns witli onr 
bitter or tendt*r manner of fei lin^, witli oiii appe- 
tite for tile ideal and oui inlirmilies, witli mir 
greatness and our depiavity { 

“ But then,’’ he relleutcd, “ God would i*xjst. I 

li 
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riiiglit throw uiyselt' upon my knc‘cs now in tliiR 
liour of suffering, ami nay, ‘Onv Katlioi, whicli art 
in lioavoii,* Our FatluT!*' 

Wlion tin* youn;:; man liad ruaohiMl this sta^e in 
his rcaHoiiin^K, tears rose his ('Vos. Ih* wlio 
lunl known neither father nor inotlier was eaused 
unspeakahle emotion hy this siiif^le phrase of tlie 
su]»lime prayer. 

Tluai he innnediatc^ly a;M'\v steady apjain. 
rhou;^lils eanie to him that wca'e slron^^(T than 
mystic (‘ffusion. He was disputing; witli liis 
aitellect af^ainst liis ]ic‘art, ami Ins mt(‘]lect was 
dways vicdonous. The ol))ectionH to a belief in 
lod, diawn from the (‘Xistmieo of evil, took shape 
)eforo him. How reeoneile a Father’s fjjoodmy^s 
with that law of reveision which wills jit that the 
ans of sumo shall fall eeastdessly upon otlieis? Of 
Ihdeii and himself, which Avas ;:;nilty? Himself. 
^Vhieh of the two had committed a eriim^ in Ioami ? 
Ilmiself, by sedueiiif.? this Avoman A\ithoiit loAung 
lor, solely to satisfy a Avhim of pride, Avearincss, 
ind sensuality. Who Avas piinislied ? Helen. Of 
he lattm* and Alfred, Avho Avas guilty? Helen. 
Who suffered? Alfred, Thus the sin of each, if 
d:iere be sin, bears its jioisonous fruit in the soul of 
iiiotlier, arid tlie same solidarity governs all the 
•elations of men among themselves. The stms 
itc>ne for the fathers, the just foi the wicked, the 
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iniiocoiil for tlio jjinlty! Ah! how is it jtoHsilile, 
in preKonoL' of tliiK nimitoirnptod tiiinKiiii«rtum of 
mifiery, to liohcve m tho exiHteiioe of ii pniir-iph' of 
justico find goodueHH in that ohiscmity lit-yond tho 
day? 

“No,” said Arnnind to hiniRclf, “just aw orroiK 
are produced by tho couibiut>d iieccHHitioK of cir- 
cumstaucea and tomperainentK, so arc* tin* conse- 
quences of tliese acts distributed at random — iii 
least on earth.” 

The mystic efftision then returned: “On earth'? 
Can there be then another world whereof tliis is 
but the symbol or tho preparation ? But how can 
any link subsist between this and that ? How can 
any help come in hours of distress'? Ah! if He 
were a heavenly Father, would not all sulTcniig Do 
in his sight a ]»raycr '?” 

'I’hrough tho tumult of all these contradictory 
tlioughts, tho unhappy man perceived that grand, 
unique problem of human life wliich religion alone 
can solve, that of knowing whether beyond our 
limited days, our brief sensations, our fleeting 
actions, there be something which does not jtass 
away, and which can satisfy our hunger and thirst for 
the infinite. Arniand was perhaps to become re- 
ligious again some day ; at the present moment ho 
was not so, and he answered himself: 

“ If there be nothing, why this teriible remonje ? 
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If there he Adiy am I iiiiahle cither to 

(‘oiicciv(» it with iiiy intt^lleot or to feel it with uiy 
heart How can 1 ]mt an end to thi?^ unhcaral»le 
anguish ! How raise the weight that is stitling 
me?'* 

The principal in(‘i<h‘nls dining these gl(K»iny 
(lays were some letter's from AIIkmI, filh-d with 
affection and witli coinplaints about liis wife's 
health, tlu' sadn(‘ss of his home, his anxieties 
for the future. Ihdmi therefore continued to lx* 
unha[)py. 

“ All ! ” (liought Armand, “it is pos»sihle dial the _ 
AVords ‘good* and ‘(‘vil,' ‘souf and ‘(rod,' have 
no kind d' moaning. For thousands of y(*arH 
philosoplan’s have* been disputing incon(^lnsively 
about them, and religions hav(3 been Rucc(‘eding 
to one another and crumbling away. 1 have 
measured the irnpottmcc of reason and I have 
not faith. But there is need neither of reason nor 
of faith to know Avhether human misery (*xists, and 
to know that we onglit to do eveiything to avoid 
being the cause of this misery.” 

We ought 1 As though we were freel But 
fi’ee* or not, let us bo seiisihle of this misery and 
pity it! When the young man entered upon the 
new path of pity, he experienced, not absolute 
relief from his remorse*, but a sort of despairing 
tenderness' which at last moistened his heart He 
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pi(,ture(l 11 cion to IjinisoH* wlion (juite a little ^irl 
in a past su<'h as her confidences hinl rev(‘a]e(l to 
him, and lie })iticd her tor h(‘]- sad cljildhood and 
licr (»pj)resscd youth. 1I(‘ pitif^d Ina for h(*r inar- 
lia^'c and lor tlie inoial ilivoiet* vvincli liad scj^aiMlcd 
h<T tnan i\lti<*d. Jlc pitic<l Ihm lui liavjn*^,’ known 
hiinH«dt', Arniand,for tliewnu'ds that In* had uttiacd 
to li(*r and wliicli she had believed, lor tin* kiss(‘s 
winch lie had asked of her and which slie had 
^‘iven him. Ihit esptM*ialh Ibi that second I, ill, Ibr 
that frt‘nzy which had thro^^ n hei into tin* .inns oi 
Varades did he passionately pity her, and lor all 
the errors into which this liist error would di'au 
her. He jatied Inn* for her birth, tor hei existem < 
tor her subjeelioii to an uiiccmquerable tale I 

He was now more sensible of lier life lhaii In* 
had been in the days when she had lieeii Ins, lost 
in emotion on his lueast. By a stranjje kind of 
soul-tiansposition ho sufiered from the soiiows ol' 
a mistress whosci joys he had been unable to share, 
lie abode in thought within that siek heart, and 
the feeling of pity became so strong and full thal 
it overflowed from him ujion all life. 

When in the evening he walkt*d along the 
streets and reached the sinister cca’iu'rs t)f tin* 
Haymarket and Kegent vStreet, the sight of tin* 
girls of diftereiit nationalities wandering there in all 
\vxathers moved h^ni to the bottom oi' las soul. 
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Th(‘y walkfMl in fln^ir dark tni](dR and acooptod the 
pasRers-by in eveiy idiom. There wove tall, li(‘avy 
GermariR, delicato hVencJiwomen, and EngliPh- 
women reeo^nisalile by taecR that had often 
retained an oxpreRPinn oi purity. Th(‘ majority 
weie old, with fioroo jL^leaininp;' in their gaze. 
What lanientabh* adventures — eriminal ones, per- 
liajiH — liad east these Ibreigmas, tar troin their 
native lands and l)t‘neatli an ever-gloomy sky, 
upon tli(‘ jiavement of tliost^ streets, pitilessly t.ra- 
versed by the busy work of oomnierce ? And tin* 
young, witJi profiles as of angels — for then! wore 
pome sue h — how mela-m-holy to see th(*m laiRhing 
open tla‘ l»ar-doors, and drinking large glasses of 
brandy at a draught! They came out with a little 
colour on their cheeks and resumed th(*ir julgriinage 
of infamy, warmed by the draught of alcohol 
against the rude climate, the sudden showers, tlie 
penetrating fog. 

Armand watched them going and coming, ac- 
eosting this man, abusing that, and talking among 
themselves. There was a whole pojaihice of these 
lost ones passing through the streets. Yes, lost 
ones, for nothing can save them any more than 
the prostitutes of luxury who go in pursuit of men 
with diamonds and horses, or the adulteresses, 
those victims of the search ior new sensations. 
Nothing can save them, for there is nothing that 
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caiiPJtivo! SoiaotiniGs, however, tlio vourifi^ iiiaii 
chanced to pass in front of teinplcR and to renionihci 
that tliousandR of beingp believe in a Staviour. 

‘‘ Blit if I do not believe in Jliin," he ask(‘d hiiu- 
self, ‘‘ iR it inv fault ? A true* Savmur wonld be »»iie 
who saved ev(‘n the ineieduhais, ev(‘U tlie reno- 
^•udes, ovt*n the 1 (hellions, (*V(‘ii thos(‘ wli(> do not 
lejsail', S(M*in^‘ that tliey aie most tej lx* jalied I 
No, Iheie is no redemj)tion, and Christ lias dmd in 
vain I 

Then li(* })(‘reeiv(Ml lile as th<‘ woik of blind and 
d(‘stnjelive ni'uessity, ol an (‘Vil force' inipidlin}; 
CK'alnn's to ruin one anotlnjr. Prostitution below, 
adultery aboV(‘, such are tlie products of tin* 
iiobh‘st of liuman feelings — love*. Civilisation 
ajipean'il to him as a Iiu;;(‘ oi^‘ whore the 
disIi(‘K are inoie numenais, 1 1 k‘ wines more' heating', 
tli(‘ guests a laig(‘r crowd; but on wliat mystic 
plate Avill th(‘ lacad <»f ransom be found by thosj* 
]iung(*iing foj forgivciK'ss ^ Meaiiwhih* the orgj<f 
hum*s and roars, the women ofter the fiiiit of their 
red lips, a colossal hymn of mirth encompasses the 
intoxication, every moment one of thos(‘ present 
rolls beneath the ta]>l(*, thunder-smitten by death 
who takes his victims at random; he is so ipnckly 
replaced by another that liis disappearance is not 
oven noticed, and joy plays on every brow and 
laughs in every eye. Joy? Yea, provided that 
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IK) l)r to ttfir's (a\ii (listropsR, and 

furthci tliat oiirV own iniserv lx* ondnr(Ml with 
fxairaii'o*; hnl llio niiwi*rv of — wlicn (an wc* 

find to cairlnn* lli/it wlnai W(‘ an* nnisrlv<*ft 

itH (*ans(‘ ' And sndd(‘n]y Ins Nisimis w<iiild fadi' 
jiAv.iy, and liis th(*tin(*s .iiid dn‘,nin'ni;'w, to iriv** 
place* to tlic solo inia|L;c id* Ih‘lcr» in a^oi'v, or else 
o1‘ Uchai di‘]n’av(*(l, and (»f 1 \no inia*»*i‘S 

Arinand could not liavc told whicli tortinc'd liiH 
dll( Hlij;’h1 tile innsf, 

‘M’an I he in loxx* with In*!*-^'’ he askfil hinisell 
one inovniniL'' as he waR lisin^u, “and is wliat lam 
taking for n'liiorsc simply love 

Ho found it inijioHsihh* to answer this (jnostioih 
When a man loves, ho concoives lia)»])im-*!4s as 
coming’ li’nin tlie woman In* lov(‘s, and Imw (amid 
he imaf^ine a sinule miindi of liajija’ness as eominji*: 
from Helon noAv lie im^^hl n'^mn p, I’.nis, tiy 
1(1 renew^ ndainais with hci, cany ln‘r oif, l.ike her 
to a land Avheia* (*veiythinf»; should ]>c* straiie^t* to 
tliem, and when* tliey miii^ht foijL;el ! Ih* 1»‘lt that, 
the wairst follies commitled for lu*i Avould lemovo 
nolhm^' (»f his prcsc^nt ant»*iiish. Tlieiefon* lie* did 
n<»t love her. 

J>ut tlien, Avhy this cniol tlirohhinp of the lu^art 
at llu.' nn*n* thought of tlu* act to Avliicli d(*s])air 
had led her? AVliy this continual anxi(*ty Avliich 
caus(‘cl him at the yight uf Chazersletteis to pause 
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with truiiihlin^u,* liand bcduri' opraiiiii^ llicin, up 
I lifUi^li Ji(‘ wriv about to lead .siaiie iVepli iiitii^L;’iiu 
that liad l)ooii at. lahl discovtaod by the iinliajipy 
iMaiTr' Why ^^as la* iiiiable to take a book, or ail 
down lo tabh*, oi onf, or c'oiiio in, Avitliout liav- 
iiij;’ tlio sp(‘(‘tr(‘ ol'llns woman besidt^ hiiu. Yet lie 
had not kill<‘d hm*, he h.id not shed her blood witli 
his hands. \Vliy tin’s nn weaned rc'eurrenee to 
their imitnal V(‘lati(n.is witli the everlasting^’ i(‘ilee- 
lion as a d' sjianinj^ bai'k^Toiiml : If 1 iuid 

known ^ " H lie had known tin* wanth ol‘ what 
s]i(‘ i;av<‘ liiin when she Avas f:;ivni;^’ it. to him, il' 
In* had felt as he was f(*clin^ 2 ; in>w W'heii she used 
to <*ome and rest so teiid(‘ily, so sineerely, upon his 
h(‘ait, if lie had had that in his heart towards hei 
Avliieh Avas in it now% then — then he waaild have 
loved her — he W’onld hav** loved hei ! 

That inipoteiiei* to arine al eoinjdete emotion, 
the inait^j'doni of egotism to Avhn’li In* had been a 
Adetiin, his lack of fei'ling. Ins barren raiieour, his 
vexation of spirit m solitude and distiess, all his 
moral miseries would have been brouglit to an end 
if he had had a simpler heart, if he had understood, 
if he liad believed! He lielieved in her now, and 
it. was too late. Ho understood her wdien she Innl 
ceased to be pure. He loved Ina* w'heii she hail 
endured pollution from the endearments of anothei. 
Jie was discovering that he had passed by the side 
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<jf liappiiK^pp. imw that tlir eiipliiiiitod jialart^ Avhich 
Iio lia<l travorsod without pcfinp^ it was closod to 
liim for vvi'Y, He Avas bt‘^iiiiiiii^;‘ to clienslj her, 
like one dead to whom he could never speak more. 
But one* tliat ]s dead remains sla^ltered from pollu- 
tions, an<l Helon'-^ “All tin* ])evlunies of Arabia,*’ 
he r(*]>o:it(*d, rul»})in^ his luuid liko tlie hlnod- 
staine<l queen. ''fhe Avei^'ht Avas a«jjain oti his 
hoait. IloAV could he e\"er reino\"(* it? 

But Avliat if this reinors(‘ AA^tTO nxa'cly a inirapje 
fostert‘d by absi'iiee? Wh(‘n ehildn‘n are afraid of 
a dim form at nia^hl, Avdiat remedy does tin ar father 
adopt? He leads tliem to the ol)jt‘et of tlieir 
ten'Oi, and by touching it cureft tln*ir panic. What 
if he, too, tried this remedy? What if he saw 
Helen again, and A\dtli his oavu eyes nn*asured tht» 
evil that he had Avrought her*'^ “If is the (ndy stiqi 
that is left to try,” In* said to liimself one day, and 
he abruptly resolved to return to Paris. He had 
spent inoie than six weeks in proving thus upon 
his heart. 



CHAPTER XI. 


What a cliannin};' aTul (Miqiic-HiMh Himinior-like Parih- 
Aniiand j)asHo(l tliitai^li ut Iroin ilie Rut- 

LiJJColiJ to tlie Kiu* <U* La Koclielonoaulil on tlio 
(lay alter Jiin letnrnl It was two oVloelc; a sliglit 
breeze was qnivt^ring^ annmg tin* j»ret‘n leaves ot 
tlje tie(‘S in the Champs Elyse(‘s, and the eaiTiaf*'es 
were driving’ gaily along. Tliere was a light sudi 
as inakt‘s all wonuai pietty, but lu‘ had darkness 
within. 

His Tnemories rose from the pavement to form his 
melancholy escort, ami es2)eeially those of that cold 
winter night when in* had jiassed on foot through 
the same avenue on the evt* of tlieir fiist secret 
meeting. An (‘ntire yeai had not jimsscmI awaj 
since then. How swift is time, and how it eanies 
away ciiances ot liapjaness with it! Certainly, ho 
had been mournful even to death <»n that mglit, 
but not Avith the same sadness as to-dav, and A'ld 
he recognised that to-day's sadness Avas of highei 
worth than the other. He Avould no longer a»'t as 
he had done. Had, then, his remoisc* luinlied Avliile 
fortuiing him ? Is there, then, a stmree of ennoble- 
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inciit in sorvowy liuf of what, iifie is this nobleness 
if it o7i]v senes to show what a cmiinal use we 
have made" <4 nni powcTs? 

11(‘ pasNed 111 liDiit i)f 11i»‘ Maroha d(" la Madpleine, 
and inhaled mi tlic waini wind tlic armiin of the 
bmiqiintK anil ])lantH. lie TiMM»ll<*cti‘d tliat ihe 
pri'vinuF! wilder lie used to lain;;’ vioh'ts to his 
inistrc^^K. On eaoh occasion she nsed to ])laci‘ one 
of Ili(‘sc violets bctw(M-n the leaves of some 
favonrite ho(»k. There was one that was quite 
I'illed witli Ihese lovc relies, one that slie had lent 
oTK* day with these words written in her own 
liandwritiiifj; on tlu^ first pa|uje: Take care of my 
little flowers.” It was a childlike and oliarming 
token of the tender carefulness which she hestoAved 
upon the sinallcsl detail of th(*ir mutual romance! 
i\nd what had he made of this passionate tender- 
ness Avith A\diich he had iiisjiired her but a means 
of perditimi? 

At last lie Avas in fr-mt of the door of the little 
hous(‘. He rang, and had seareidy entered the 
narrow courtyard Avhmi a joyful voice cried: 
“Monsieur do Quernc! Monsieur de Queme!” 
and little Henry (3haz(d, AAdio was making ready to 
go out Avith his nurse, ran up to him to Avelcoipe 
him. The child’s reception increased still more 
the mehinclioly of his return. Arniand Avas paine<| 
by encountering the brightness of afFeetjun in 
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eyew of the Ron of the woniiin wlioin he li.ul tovtnio*! 
and the man whom he li.id betrayed. 

Ik your father at home ? ” he ask.^d. 

“lle'R^oiK* out,” replied ileiiry; “but inanima’H 
at home. Slie liaR been very ill whde yuu weie 
away.” 

“ And now ! ” 

"" S}u‘ IK bettei,” said the little boy 

His imise was aln jnly l<*adinj^ him away, and 
Dt^ (^)uerne passed into tin* narrow entraiiee-hall, 
and elimbed the UMl-far])et(‘d AVi»oden Ktaireaso 
tluit led to Il(‘len’s drawiii'^'room. The asjM'et of 
thiiifj^K liad not alt ei(‘d— -those tlmiirs whieli liad 
been him so cheerfully plan and (‘ominitdlie ciime 
in love for which ho liad <luiin,i^ the past two 
months been J^’oin^ tlirou;L:;h a tcriil>](^ eviiiation! 
How li^lit had Ijecn liis foot in cleariiii;’ the low 
steps of this staircase in the house of a friend of Ins 
childhood, when on his way to outrapje that fiii*nd ! 
Whither without our knowledge do our fo(»tste])s 
lead us ? 

He Avas shown into the drawing-room whei**, 
Klee a robber, he had given his mistress so many 
kissoR aR soon as the master of the lioiise was gone. 
Why had these actions left him inditterent at the 
time, and why did the sick place of his Rensihility 
bleed so cruelly for them to-day? Tht' ser\'anl 
bad uttered his name when opening the. doin’. 
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Helen, Avln> sc'uteil near the A\nTKlr»w, aini 

working, raised her liead, layiiie: her work upon 
her knees. He saw lier face, which was still more 
worn than on tln^ day of their last interview, and 
lier features became discomposed as though she 
were goinp;' to he ill. Suddenly ho perceived the 
ravages that grief had wrought : the eyes were 
liollow, the li}>s drawn, the chin Avasted, and — a 
detail Avhich touched him more than anything else 
— ^licr gray dress, a dress Avliich ho had known the 
previous summer, lay on the shoulders in folds that 
witnessed to the deeliiie of the whole of her poor 
body. 

SIk*. did not say a wonl to him, ami he, too, 
lemained f(»r a moment without s])eaking. Me- 
chanically he sought wdth his eyes for the low 
arm-cliair Avhii'h lie used formerly to Avheid beside 
her, ill order to talk the better Avilh her. This 
arm-eliair laid disappeared, as avcII as tlie couch 
Avhicli formerly had stood crosRA\dsc* at the corner 
of the firoplacjc. They had spent so many intimate 
evenings together, seated, she on the conch and he 
in the easy-cliair 1 It Avas no doubt for the purpose 
of forgetting tliose scenes c»f tenderness that the 
deserled Avoman had banislicd these pieces of 
furniture from her home in this room. If he had 
knoAvu the true reason of the change ! 

He seated himself on a chair beside her, aud 
taking her hand said to her 
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“I have cMfiiie tn ask yen to fhi^iv(* im*.” 

SIio witlhlruw that little hand wliost* alinowt 
convulsive treiuhhn;;,* he hail felt. She Inoki'il at 
him AVith eyes ul‘ sinj^ular depth, ’'rin^ dark point 
(»t the ])U])il dilated stran^’ely. Tlien in a low, 
almost stitleMl voice she replied : 

“It is nut for me to forgive* you. If you have 
made me unha])py, it was never your fault. All ! 
she went on, “I am greatly <*hanged. 1 have been 
ill, very ill, hut I wished for my son's sake, and for 
yours als<», that you miglit not have that upon your 
conscience. 1 h«ive thought so much of you, 
during so many feverish nights! No, it was not 
your fault it you were unal)le to l^elieve me. 
Heavens! 1 have* greatly pitied you!'' 

He listened with intinit(‘ gratitude to these words 
of ehaiity coming f rom lips from which his injustice 
had wrung so many sobs. For a moment this 
forgiveness eoining to him from his victim melted 
to tendern(^sK ihe widght of remorse, the alleviation 
of which ho luid so long sought in vain, and }i(‘ 
said to her in tones of deep emotion : 

What suffering I have caused you ! ” 

“Do not reproach yourself for it,'* she said, with 
that angelic mildness which causial in him si> 
strange a feeling at once of sadness and of con- 
solation — of sadn(‘ss, for this mildness lietokened 
60 great a shattering, of consolation, fur the balm 
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of tin'll })itv t»» tlu* most K(»cret roGespiefl 

of Ins wniiinloil lirarf — Yt^s,” slio wtait on, shak- 

Imr islln's that lias saved me, 

and it is tliroii^li it tliat 1 have judged my life. 
WhoJi \vf^ ])art(Ml in the way you know, I returmal 
hero m'arly mail, I liad to take to my hed for many 
days, and nneo.asingly 1 found the eyes of the man 
I had deceived fi\i‘d U|>oti me with devotion and 
sadness! Hy wliai I suffered, I understood the 
suffering lhat I liad caused and the evil that I liad 
spiead aromid one. 1'h(‘ shami^into whicli I had 
iiilli n ap})ear(‘d to nn*, and in the jn'esimca^ of death 
I inwardly vowed to make cveiy endeavour to be- 
come onc<^ more a virtuous woman/' 

Shojiaused; lie saw clearly that she wished to 
speak to Iiiiii of th(‘ othiT, to tell him that that man 
h/id not l)(M‘n received at Imr house again : hut was 
not hi‘r silence aftoi* the last sentence sufficfently* 
idoi|nenf ^ 

And t lien,” slie resumed, ‘‘that was again for 
youi sak(*. 'fo cause you thal remorse for liaving 
ruiiu'd me — ah ! the distraclion caused l)y injustice 
could alone have impelled me to such unworthy 
revenge. But I had seen you weep. I thought to 
myself; He will return to me some day if he is 
sufiering, and if he he not sufteiniig, why cause him 
to suffer ? But no, he will return to me, and I will 
tell liiia to livi* in peace. There is now nothing in 
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my life but niy duty towards iny son and hisfathei, 
and you must know that I found stieiij^tli i'ur tins 
resolve only in the renii unit of niy alfection for you. 
lint I have peihaps tin* right to ask you for a pro- 
mise in (‘xchiingo for wliat I have given you.’' 

Slie add(Ml in a deep tone: 

In ineniory of me, for we must see eaeh other 
no more, say tliat you will never trainplt* upon a 
heart, that you will respect feeling wheiever you 
may lind it.” 

He was silent. These last words, in revealing to 
him the traiistnrinatioii wrought in this soul by its 
martyrdom, reassured him concerning tlie terrible 
anxiety <if th(nse eruel weeks in London. Attei 
[lerceiviijg all the rum that may be rnnltijilied by 
egotistical and mistrustful injustice, he felt the 
supremo beiicfieeiiee of pity. It was tlirough 
having pity fur her lovei’s remorse, pity for her 
husband's love, pity for her son’s futiiro, that Helen 
had been arrested in the I’atal path. It Avas Irom 
pity that she was blotting out all their sad ami 
gloomy past. It A\as lint her fnan pity for liei 
husband and for her son that she might perhaps 
find means to live a life of repaiatiun if only he, 
Armand, pitied and assisted lier. 

Thus, the principle of salvation which he had 
failed to obtain from impotent leasoii, and which 
the dogmas of faith bad not given him, he nov 
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met with in that virtue (if eharity which forcp^oes 
all demoiiRtratioTiR and all revelations — thoufs^h is it 
not itself the abiding and supreme revelation'? 
And he felt tliat s(miethiiig had sprung up within 
him through which ho might always find reasons 
for living and acting — the religion of human 
eufForing. 
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“ It is be'st to read ‘ Don Ouixote * in Spanish ; it is next best to read 
him in the English of Shelton ’* — htlilur, ^ 

EXEMPLARY NOVELS. Translated by 

James Mabbe (1640). With Twelve Illustrations by Frank 
Brangwyn. Two Vols. Foolscap 8vo, 5s net. 

This Translation (of which this is the first Reprint) was re- 
issued in 1654 under the title of Delight in Several Shapes.'* 
Both issues are extremely scarce, and this Reprint will, we 
think, be welcomed by the book-lovmg public. 

CHAFFERS (WILLIAM). 

THE KERAMIC GALLERY. Containing several 
hundred Illustrations of Rare, Curious, and Choice Examples 
of Pottery and Porcelain from the Earliest Times to the 
beginning of the XlXth Century, with Historical Notices and 
Descriptions. A New Edition. Revised and Edited by H. M. 
C.rNDALL, l.S.O , F.S.A. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, top edge 
gilt, to range with the same Author's “ Marks and Monograms 
on Pottery." 35s. net. 

This New Edition, which has been thoroughly Revised and 
provided with an Index, contains over 100 more Examples than 
the First Edition, besides five in Colour, is in one volume instead 
of two, and is issued at half the price. 
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CHAFFERS (WILLIAM). 

HANDBOOK TO KERAMICS. |1-: xtracted from 
the above by H. M. Cundall, I.S.O., F S A. \Vitli hundreds 
of Illustrations and forming the most useful Guide to Collectors 
It IS uniform with the same Author’s '' Hand-book to Marks 
and Monograms.” Post 8vo, Cs. 

COOKE (M. C., M.A.). 

A MANUAL OF STRUCTURAL BOTANY; 

for the use of Classes, Schools, and Private Students. With 
over 200 Illustrations by Ruffle. Thirty-ninth Tiiousand. 
Foolscap 8vo, cloth boards, cut flush, Is. 

A MANUAL OF BOTANIC TERMS. New 

and Enlarged Edition. With Illustrations. Foolscap 8vo, 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 


By the Author of “ The Green Hand.” 

CUPPLES (GEORGE). 

A SPLICED YARN : Some Strands from the l.ife Cable 
of Bill Bullen. Illustrated by Fr\xk Buanowyn. Crown 8\o, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

A new book by the Author of one of the best sea stones e\ er 
written, and one that it is hoped will be welcomed on its own 
account. 

DALHOUSIE (MARQUIS OF). 

By Capt. L. J. Trotter. Stalesmen Series New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

DASENT (SIR GEORGE WEBBE). 

TALES FROM THE FJELD. A Senes of Popular 
Tales from the Norse of P, Ch. Asb.jornsen. With l-lu 
Illustrations by Moyr Smith. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. dd. 

New Edition of this charming collection of Scandinavian Folk 
Tales, being the continuation of this Author's cclebiated ” Tales 
from the Norse.” 

* 

DE QUINCEY. 

A SELECTION OP HIS BEST WORKS. 

Museum Edition AVith Titles, Portrait, and Binding designed 
by Frank Brangwyn. Two Vols. Imperial 16mo, cloth, top 
edge gilt, 3s. net, limp leather, top edge gilt, 4s. net, stamped 
leather, gilt edges, 5s. net. 

Contents : — Confessions of an English Opium Eater — 
Suspira de Profundis — On Murder, considered as one of the fine 
Arts — The English Mail Coach, etc., etc. 
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DERBY (LORD). 

By T. E. Kebbli: Statesmen Senes New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, clolli. Is. net. 

DEVON EDITIONS. 

A Senes oi Standard Illustrated Books Bound in extra cloth 
gilt, witli bc\Ldlcd boards and gilt edges. Designed for 
Presentation. l*ublished at Os. 

Lopna Doone. By Blackmore. 
Chpistowell. By Blackmore. 

Westward Ho ! By C. Kingsley. 
Pilgrim’s Progress. By Bunyan 

DOLLINGER (JOHN J. T., D.D., D.C.L.\ 

THE GENTILE AND THE JEW IN THE 
COURTS OF THE TEMPLE OF CHRIST. 

An Introduction to the Ilistorj- ot Christianity. Translated by 
N. Datinell, M.A. Second Edition. Two Vols. Demy 8vo, 
12s. net. 

" The ininic'iisc research and srholarship that aie embedded In Dr. D61- 
lingoi’s ork render it ins alunlde for all who aic interested in the history ot 
leligiuii, especially in the histoiy of those pagan religions which, so far as 
Euiopo and the nearer East aic concerned, base now completely vanished. 
Tlie nature, origin, and sigiiillcance of leligious rites ptactised among the 
Greeks, the Veisians, the Egyptians, and the Romans arc explained in a 
niunnci as aulliontatn e as it is lucid, the work being thus tendered one of 
the most attractive and instructive ever placed befoie the public.'* 

THE FIRST AGES OF CHRISTIANITY 

AND THE CHURCH. Translated by Henry Nut- 
LOMBE OxENH.^M. Fourtli Edition. One Vol. Demy 8vo, 
Us. net. 

This forms a sequel to the above, and is a history of the first 
70 >cars of the Christian era. Both have long been scarce and 
much wanted. 

DRAYTON (MICHAEL). 

NYMPHEDEA. Shakespeare Head Press. 250 printed 
on hand-made paper. Hoyal lUino, 3s. 6d. net. 

DURANDUS (WILLIAM), Bishop of Mende. 

THE SYMBOLISM OF CHURCHES AND 
CHURCH ORNAMENTS. A Translation of the First 
Book of the " Rationale Divinorum Officiorum,” with an Intro- 
ductorj’ Essay and Notes by Rev. J. M. Neale and Rev. B. 
Webb. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 

" The reprint of this translation, which was made in 1842 for the Cambridge 
Camden Society, w^ill be welcomed by all who are attracted by symbolism 
in art and architecture, as it concerns our churches and our church sendees.*? 
— Churdi Quariertf/ Reuieiv. 
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DURHAM CJ. M. M. B .L Marshman *’ 

A MEDLEY OF SPORT. With llhistiMlions hy 
Ralph (Illavlh, F. S. Cobi'isn, P\ul IKrdy, J’jivm. Snum- 
GAIE, GhOU HRY SfRMIAN, dlld R. (^A WtXiDVILIJ , DciliV 
8vo. cloth extra, 7s. Od. 


EARLY ENGLISH DRAMA SOCIETY. 


THE 1st SERIES comprised — 


John Heywood. Three 
Vols 

Anonymous Plays 

(Four Senes). 

John Bale. 


Nicholas Udal. 
Edwards, Norton & 
Sackville. 

Wever Sc Ing^eland. 
Ulpian Fulwell. 


The wliole of the Issue (with the except ion of o few Large 
Paper Copies, price £20) was subscribed lor. 


THE 2nd SERIES of Twelve Vols , £5 net (I nrge 
Paper, £20), lor which names ot Subscribers arc now being 
received, will contain the following, and covei the Racon- 


Shakespeare peiiod 

Anonymous Plays 

(Four Series). 

Barnes, Barnaby. 
Brandon, Sam. 
Chettle, Hy. 
Haug'hton, Thos. 
Hugrhes, Thos. 
Lupton, Thos. 
Munday, A. 
Preston, T. 


Porter, Hy. 

Rowley, Sam. 
Wager, Lewis. 
Wager, William. 
Wapul, George. 
Whetstone, George. 
Wilkins, George. 
Wilmot, Robert. 
Wilson, Robert. 


« EDITIONS TO HAVE.’’ 

Foolscap 8vo. Price 2s. Gd. net per Vol For full cnlaloquing 
' see under each Author. 

Scott (Michael). The Cruise of the Midye. 

Smollett (Tobias). Roderick Random. Three Vols. 

Peregrine Pickle. Four Vols. 

Count Fathom. Two Vols. 

Sir Launcelot Greaves. One Vol. 

— ■ — Humphrey Clinker. Two Vols. 

Lamb (Charles). Complete Works. Six Vols. 
Cervantes. Don Quixote. Four Vols. 

Exemplary Novels. Two Vols. 

Boccaccio. The Decameron. Four Vols. 

Lane (Ed. W.). The Arabian Nights. Six Vols. 
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“EDITIONS TO H AVB Con/^/2ucd. 

Le Sagre. Gil Bias. Four Vols. 

Rabelais. AVorks. l^ive V«ls. 

MaPg'apet of Navappe. The Heptameron. Five Vols. 
MonteSQUieu. Persian Letters. Three Vols. 
Spasmus. Colloquies. Three Vols. 

Praise of Foll 3 % One Vol, 

BeckfOPd. Vathek. One Vol. 

Salnt-Beuve. Essays. Three Vols. 

AlnswoPth. Windsor Caslle. Two Vols. 

Tower of I.ondon. Tw-o Vols. 

St, James's. One Vol. 

Old St Paul's. Two Vols. 

Guy Fawkes. Two Vols. 

Star Chamber. One Vol 

Rookwood. Two Vols. 

Jack Sheppard. Two Vols. 

Flitch of Bacon. One Vol. 

Crichton. Two Vols. 

Miser's Daughter. Two Vols. 

Spendthrift. One Vol. 

Chapman’s Homer. Four Vols. 

PiePS Ploughman’s Vision and Creed. Two Vols. 
Selden’s Table Talk. One Vol. 

Lewis (M. G-)- The Monk. Three Vols. 

Rousseau’s Confessions. Two Vols. 

VoltalPe. Tales and Romances. Three Vols. 

EDGEWORTH (MARIAN 

By Helen Zimmebn. Eminent Women Scries. New Edition. 
Vhth Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

ELIOT (GEORGE). 

By Mathilde Blind. Eminent Women Senes. New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

EMElk^ON. 

EISSAYS. Museum Edition. With Title, Portrait, and 
Binding, designed by Frank Brangwyn. 'Two Vols. Imperial 
16mo, cloth, top edge gilt, 3s. net, limp leather, top edge gilt, 
4$. net, stamped leather gilt edges, 5s. net. 
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EMINENT WOMEN SERIES. 

Edited by John IL Ingram. New Edilions. With T’cirliaits 
and Index. Crown 8vo, Is. net. 

* Albany, Countess of. Vernon Lee 
Austen, Jane. Mrs Malden. 

BPOnt6, Emily. A. Mary F. Robinson. 

* Browning^, Elizabeth Barrett. Jolm ii. Ingram. 
Edgreworth, Maria. Helen Zimmern. 

Eliot, Georg^e. Mathildo Rhnd. 

Fry, Elizabeth. Mrs if. R. Pitman. 

* Fuller, Margparet. Julia Ward iiowe. 

Godwin, Mary Wollstone craft. Eiizainih Robins 
Pennell. 

Lamb, Mary. Anne Gilchrist. 

Martineau, Harriet. Mrs. Lenwiek Miller. 

* Marg^aret of Ang^oul^me. A Mary F. Robinson 

* More, Hannah. Charlotte M. Yonge. 

* Roland, Madame. Mutliiide Rhnd. 

Rachel. Mrs. A. Kennard. 

Sand, Georg’S. Bertha Thomas. 

* Shelley, Mrs. Mrs Rossetti. 

Siddons, Mrs. Mrs. A. Keiinanl. 

* Sta^l, Madame de. Bella Dully. 

Victoria, Queen. Mrs. Fawcett. 

Wesley, Susanna. Eliza Clarke. 


ERASMUS. 

FAMILIAR COLLOQUIES CONCERNING 
MEN, MANNERS, AND THINGS. liansLited 
by N Bailey, and Edited with Notes, by the Rev. E Johnson, 
M.A. With Portrait. Three Yuls. ‘ hoolscan 8yo, cloth* 
7s. 6d. net. 

A Reprint in convenient form, of the best edition of Erasmus's 
most famous work. 


IN PRAISE OF FOLLY. A New Edition, with 

Life of Erasmus, and ins Epistle to wSir Thomas More. Illus- 
trated with numerous curious cuts inserted in the text, from the 
designs of Hans Holbein. Foolscap 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 

•* In this satire, written in the full maturity of his powers, we have 
Erasmus in his happiest and most distinctive vein, as the man of Icttein 
and the general critic of Men and Thmgs." — P. HuMr, BRfiwN. 


* The Volumes marked are at present out o/ print. 
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EVERYMAN, THE SUMMONING OF. 

(Before 1500 ) 

Museum Dramatists. Edited with Note-book and Word List 
by John S. Farmer. Foolscap iivo, cloth 2s. net, paper. Is. 6d. 
net. 

“This reprint of ‘Eveiyman,* the recent production of VYhlch on the 
theatre stage many w'ill leniemher, is vciy welcome. This moral play is 
now 400 years old, yet it takes such a hold upon the feelings universal to 
humanity, -as leaiders it almost as good reading to-day as it was on its tlrst 
appeal ance .’* — Cuunlry Life. 

FLAUBERT (GUSTAVE). 

SALAMBO. Translated from the French “ Edition Defini- 
tive ” by J. S. Chartres New Edition (fourth). With 
brontispiCi'e in Colours. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 

“The translator has thoroughly understood the original and has suc- 
ceeded in putting it into good English. The type, paper and material 
execution of the \olumc, inside and out, leave notlung to be desired." — 
Westminster lU^iueiv. 

Madame bovary : provincial 

MANNERS. Translated by E. Matix-Aveling. With an 
IntroiUiclion and Notes ol the Proceedings against the Author 
before the “ Tribunal ('.oirectioimel " of Pans. New Edition 
(fifth) With hTontispiecc 111 Colour. C.rowTi «vo, cloth, 3b 6d. 
“ * Madame Uo\arj ’ grips > our \eiv Mtals with an iiiMiieiblo power, like 
some smie you have leally witnessed, some event which is actually hap- 
pening bcfuic jour ejes.” — E mile Zol\. 

FORBES (HENRY O., LL.D., F.Z.S., etc.) 

Director of Museums, Liverpool. 

A HANDBOOK TO THE PRIMATES. The 

Naturalists’ Library. Very numerous Illustrations in Colour by 
Kel LEMANs. Two Vols. Crown 8vo, cloth, New and Cheaper 
Edition, each 3s. 6d. net. 

Contents , — Vol. I. Leniiiies, Monkeys, and Apes. — Vol. II. 
Macaques — Guenons — Guerezas — Langurs — Gibbons — Orang- 
utans — Chimpanzees, etc. 

FOX (CHARLES JAMES). 

By H. O. Wakeman. Statesmen Series. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

FRENCH FICTION, REPRESENTATIVE. 

“ VizETELLY translations complete and accurate. New 
Editions, new Binding and Coloured Frontispiece to each. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. For full cataloguing see under Author, 

The Bohemiane of the Latin Quaptep. By 

Henri Murger, 

'SalambO. By Gustave Flaubert. 

« Madame Bovapy. By Gustave Flaubert. 
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FRENCH FICTION— 

•Mademoiselle de Maupin. By ThOopinic GuuUcr. 
Tales and Romances. By Th^ophiie (lautier. 

Queen P^dauque.” By Amilolc France 
*A Love Crime. By Paul BourRct 
The Marl-Pit Mystery. By Georges oimoi. 
Renee Mauperin. By i: and J. de Goncourl. 

No\> bcjiiii issued in monthly volumes ; others in prepara- 
tion. 

FRY (ELIZABETH). 

By Mrs. E R Piimvn. Eniinenl Women Senes. New lidilion. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

FULLER (MARGARET). 

By .JuLiv ^\AHn Ho\m . Eminent Women Senes. New Edi- 
tion. Wilh Portrait and Index, CrovMi 8\(), cloth, Is net 

xGAMBETTA (LEON). 

By Frank T. M\rzi\ls Statesmen Senes. New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index Crown 8vo, cloth. Is net. 

GANZ (HENRY F. W.). 

PRACTICAL HINTS ON PAINTING, COM- 
POSITION, LANDSCAPE, AND ETCHING. 

With very numerous lllusliations, some in Colour. TJiird 
Edition. Demy 8vo, paper, 2s. Cd. net, or clotJi 3s Cd. net. 

" Done in a very satisfactory mannci We Know of no other hand-book 
In which the principles of the best Continental leaching are set forth so 
lucidly and succinctly.’* — Arts and Crafh. 

** It will be seen by the title that this hllle book is woiidei fully compre- 
hensive ; it may interest the student to know that it is equally sound.” — 
Ta~Dag. 


PRACTICAL HINTS ON MODELLING, 

DESIGN, AND MURAL DECORATION. With 
a foreword by Ali^red Gilbert, M.V.O., R.A., D.C.L. etc 
Numerous liluslralions. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, or 
paper, 2s. 6d. net. 


®* I should indeed have been grateful for such a text-book as the one I am 
here pleased to introduce, comprehending as it does m so concise a form 
history, theoiy, and practice, together with many saluable suggestions.” 
•—Alfred Gilbfjht, R.A. 
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GAUTIER tTHEOPHILE). 

MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN. A Romance of 
Love and Passion. New Edition (sixth). With Frontispiece in 
Colours, Crown 8vo, cloth, 33. 6d. ^ 

“ The golden book of spiiit and sense, the holy writ of beauty " — A, C. 
Swinburne. 

TALES AND ROMANCES. Tianslaled by 

Lafcadio Hearn. Now Edition (third) With Frontispiece 
in Colours. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. fid. 

Contents : — One of Cleopatra’s Nights. — Glarinionde. — 
Arna Marcella. — ^The Mummy’s Foot. — Ompliale. — King Can- 
daules. 

*' Gautier is an inimitable model. IIis manner is so light and true, so 
really creative, his fancy so alert, his tasle happy, his humour so genial, 
that he makes illusion uliiiosl as coiiiugious as laughter." — Mr. Henry 
James 

GILLMORE (PARKER). 

ENCOUNTERS WITH WILD BEASTS. 

Illustrated by Alfred T. F'lwes. Coloured Frontispiece. 
New and Cheaper Edition (fifth), crown 8\o, cloth extra, 3s. fid. 

A inucli improved Edition of a fa^olI^ltc book, giving as it 
does incidents in the pursuit of big game in all parts of the 
world. It IS on the list of the London School Board (now 
L.C.C ), and makes an excellent prize or gift-book. 

GLADSTONE (Rt. Hon. W. E.). 

A STUDY FROM LIFE. By Henry W. Lucy. 
Statesmen Series. New Edition. With Portrait and Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

GODWIN (MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT). 

By Elizabeth Robins Pln^ ell. Eminent Women Senes. 
New Edition. With Portrait and Index. Crown 8\ o, Is. net. 

GONCOURT (E. and J. DE). 

^ RENEE MAUPERlN. Crown 8 VO, cloth, 3s. fid. 

" One of the most pathetic romances of our day. Running through 
almost the whole gamut of human passion. It has the altei natives of sun- ' 
shine and shade that exist in leal life.” — Morning Post. 

gouldsbury (C. E.). 

DULALL THE FOREST GUARD. A Tale of 
Sport and Adventure in the Forests of Bengal. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

GRATTAN (HENRY). 

By RoREiir Dunlop. Statesmen Series. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 
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HERRICK (ROBERT). 

HESPERIDES. The Poems and other Re- 
mains. Edited by W CAini,w Hazi ii i Two Xols lools- 
call 8vo, buckram, top edfjc gill, bs net 
“ His -eal delight was among llow'ers and bees, and n\ niph*» and rupids ; 
and certanly these graceful subjects weie ne\er handled more giocefully,” 
— Maby Bussell Mitford. 

HEYWOOD (JOHN). 

A EIAL.OOUB OF EFFECTUAL PROVERBS 
IN THE ENGLISH TONGUE CONCERNING 
MARRIAGE. Edited by John S. bAUMUR Lrown 8\o, 
cloth 5s. net. 

A Hew Edition of this valuable book of early Proverbs ^1562). 
The previous Edition, edited by Siiarman (1877), was very 
imperfect. This is a complete Reprint, and contains the Index 
to lie Provc-rhs prepared for the Spencer Society and ne\er 
issutd — the MS. having been lost for thirty years.[^(.Sr>i) Copies 
onlif printed.) 

FOUR P.P. AND THE PARDONER AND 

THE FRIAIL THE CURATE AND NEIGH- 
BOUR PRATT. Museum Dramatists. Edited with 
N^te-book and Word Iasi by Joiiv S b'ARMEu. Foolscap Svo, 
cbth, 2s. net, or paper. Is Gd. net. 

*• Tnis beautifully produced reprint is edited by John S. Farmer, 
who supplies an inteiesting introduction, a note-book and a worrt-hst ” — 
Scotsman, 

JOHN JOHN THE HUSBAND, TIB HIS 

WIFE, AND SIR JOHN THE PRIEST, also 
(ANON.) TOM TILER AND HIS WIFE. 

Museum Dramatists Two Tudor “ Shrew plays Edited with 
Note-book and Word last by John S. Farmer. Foolscap 
Svo, cloili, 2s net, or paper. Is Gd. net. 

A grouping of two shrew plays one attributed to John Heywood and the 
other Anonymous. " Tlie dialogue ami songs are themselves of such 
\erve, snap and wit not iiifciior to the best of that dav " — Piofessor 
Gayley. 

HINKSON (K. T.). 

EXPERIENCES ; A BOOK OF POEMS. Crown 
8vo, ShaLcspcitrc Head Press, 3s. Gd. net 
“She has the fascinating characteristically Irish rhythm ." — Dnilfj 
Chronicle. 

HOMER. 

THE ILIADS AND ODYSSEYS OF HOMER, 
PRINCE OF POETS. Never before in any language 
truly translated. Done according to the Greek by George 
Chapman, with Introduction and Notes by the Rev. Richard 
Hooper, M.A. Four Vols. Wide foolscap 8vo, buckram extra, 
top edge gilt, Ids. net. 

“ Oft of one wide expanse had 1 been told. 

That deep-brow'd Homer rul’d as his demesne ; 

Yet did I never breathe its pure serene. 

Till 1 heard Chapman speak out loud and bold.' — Keats. 
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KINGSLEY (CHARLES). 

WESTWARD HO ! Devon Edition Willi Six Plioto- 
t^iavurc Illuslralions from l)rawin^s specially made by V\ .1. 
Winoi iJY. ('.rown 8 yo, cloth extra, {^ilt edffcs, (is. 

KIRBY (W. F., F.L.S., F.Ent.S.), Etept. of 
Zoology, B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THB ORDBR LEPI- 
DOPTERA. The Naturalists’ Library. Very numerous 
llJiislralions in Colour. i-i\c Vols. Crown 8vo, cblli. New 
and (dieapcr Edition, each 3s. 6d net. 

Butterflies. Three Vols. 

Moths. Two Vols 

(’oNTEN'Ts — Vol T Introduction Nymphalida?. Mith sub- 
diMSions — Vol. 11 LibvthculED, Lemiiriidae, L^cienidge, 
Pieiidip EqiuLidjc. — Vol. Ill Ilcsperiidse and Moths Megn> 
thvniida.* to Notodoulidi.c — Vol IV. Sphinges and Boiibyccs, 
13ibhogr.ii)hy. — Vol V. Noctiuc and (Icomctrae, Micro- 
Leindoplcra. 

“ Mr Kiihy is to be congintulated on this book. The scheme is admir- 
able, the contents well niinnged, and the descriptions accurate and lucid. 
The coloiued plates aic deseiMiig of the higliest praise .” — Land and Uater. 


LAMB (CHARLES). 

COMPLiBTS 'WORKS. Edited with Notes, by Perc’» 
birzGERAiJ). A New PMition. With Eighteen Portraits o£ 
Lamb and his Friends. Six Vols. Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, 
15s. net. 

Contents : — Vol. I, Talfoiird’s Memoir, Correspondence. — 
Vol. II. Correspondence — Vol. III. Cfiriespondence, Elia. — 
Vol IV. Eha Essays. — V. Tales, Plays, Sketclies. — Vol, 
VI. Sketches, Heviews, Poems. — Index. 

” His works w-ill le received as amongst the most elaborately finished 
gems of literaluie ; as cabinet specimens which express the utmost delicacy, 
purity, and tenderness of the national intellcet, together with the rarest 
felicity of finish and expression .” — De Quincey, 


LAMB (MARY). 

By Mrs. Gilchrist. Eminent W^omen Senes. New Edition 
(fourth). W^ilh Portrait and Index. Crow'n 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

LEITH (ALICIA A.). 

A PLANT OF LEMON VERBENA. A Somerset 
Idyll. With a Frontispiece by W’arne Browne. Tastefully 
printed and bound. Foolscap 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

” it IS peifectly charming. — Queen. 
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LEE (CHARLES). 

THE WIDOW WOMAN. A TMc Tl.ird 

EdiLion. Foolscap S\o, clolli e\lra. lis 

A New Edilioii of a book that was icecixed willi a (Jjonis of 
praibe from the press, aiidol which lwa> lai JmIi lions lia\e been 
sold. 

OUR LITTLE TOWN, and othep Cornish 

Tales and Sketches. Crown s^(), iis bd 

LE SAGE. 

THE ADVENTURES OF GIL BLAS OF 
SANTILLANA. Transkilcd by fli.Mii \ I.vi'n 
W ith Inlroduclion, Tafe, and Notes. Twenls-orie Idiolo- 
f^raviires from rl^•sI^^ns by An Lalvi zi.. l"oiir\()ls. Foolscap 
8vo, cloth extra. Ids net 

The lirsl handy Edition of tins, the best TiansLdion ol Ln 
Sagi:’s niaslerinece, the jncMoiis I'dition ha\inj; been published 
by Paterson in T hroe Vols imperial 8\o. 

LEWIS (M. G.). 

THE MONK. A Romance Poitiail and lilittht Ktchinf^s, 
bv R C Armoi H. Three Vols biudscap 8\o, cloth extra, 
7s. Od. net 

A New lidition of tins reinaikable book ]>rinted verbatim from 
the tlrst, the Author’s con'ections of Ins ow'ii f?rainnialieal slips 
and of printer’s errois excepted 

LONG (W. H.). 

NAVAL YARNS, LBTTBRS, AND ANEC- 
DOTES. Conijm.sinj^ aceonnls ol Sea Fights and Wrecks, 
Actions with Prnates and l^mateeis, from Ibli) to 18,'il. 
Many now for the lirst time printed Collected and Edited 
by W. II. Long, Author of “ Medals of I lie Ridish Navy 
and ITow’ they were Won,*’ etc. WiLli a Frontispiece by 
Fr\nk Rrangwyn, and Illustrations from Contemporary 
Prints. Oown 8vo, cloth extra, bs. 

“ This is a book of Sailors' and Midshipmen's Letters —real do( uineiits — 
w’ritten from oui old wooden >varships wlien the smoke of the bcillle had 
cleared off . . . In almost every letter and journal in this collection wc 
are on the low'er deck , we haul at the ropes, smell the powder as it comes 
up, and hear the talk of the men at the ^ns. . . . This is splendid.*' — 
Academij. 

See “ Nelsonian Remiuisconccs,” p. 21. 

“ LOST ” TUDOR PLAYS : Recently 
Recovered, and Some Others. 

Foolscap 8vo, boards, 1 2s. net. Ditto, I.arge Paper Copies (CO 
printed), crown 4lo, buckram, 12s net. 

Contents • — 1. Mankind. — 2. Nature. — 3. The Play of Wit 
and Science. — ‘1. Respiiblica — 5. Wealth and Health. — f>. Im- 
patient Poverty. — 7. John the Evangelist. Note-book and 
Word List. 
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LYDEKKER (RICHARD, B.A., F.R.S.). 

A HAND-BOOK TO BRITISH MAMMALIA. 

The Natunilisls* Library Numerous Coloured Illustrations. 
One Vol. Crown 8vo, cloth. New and liheaper l^dition, 3s. 6d. 
net. 

Contents : — Bats, Hedgehog, Moles, Wild Cat, Wolf, Fox, 
Martens, Polecats and Weasels, Badger, Otter, Seals, Squirrel, 
Dormice, Mice, Rats, Voles, Hares, Rabbits, Oxen, Deer, 
Rorquals, Sperm Whales, etc., etc. 

** Mr. Lydekker has discharged his task in an able manner and has given 
an up-to-date account of this great Mammalian Order. Tlie nntuialist 
will appreciate the illustrations, which are as true to nature as such coloured 
plates can possibly be.” — Ghi^goiv Herald, 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE CARNIVORA. 

The Naturalists' Library. Part I. — Cats, Civets and Mun- 
gooses Numerous Coloured Illustrations One Vol. Crown 
8vo, cloth. New and Cheaper Edition, 3s. Gd. net. 

Contents ; — Cals, Ijon, Tiger, I.eopard, Jaguar, Puma, 
Ocelot, Lynx, Civets, Mungoose, etc , etc. 

** This volume is most useful Theie is no doubt that Mr. Lydekker has 
done a very thorough piece of work." — Dailf/ Chi on tele. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE MARSU- 

PIAL.IA AND MONOTRBMATA. The Naturalists' 
Library, Numerous (Coloured Illustrations. One Vol. Oown 
8vo, cloth, New and Cheaper Edition, 3s 6d. net. 

Contents • — Kangaroos and Wallabies, Plialangers, Wom- 
bals, Bandicoots, Dasyures, Pouched Mice, Marsupial Moles, 
Opossums, etc., etc. 

** This book is in everv way excellent. It will satisfy the scientiflc 
reader, but is so written as to be easily intelligible and pleasant to those 
who are only general readers,” — Birmingham Posl. 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE. 

THE HEPT AMBRON. Newl> Translated into English 
from the Authentic Text of M. Le Roux de Lincy. With an 
Essay upon the Heplameron by Geo. S\iNTsmTRY, M.A. 
Seventy-three full-page Plates designed by S. Frfudenburq. 
Five Vols. Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. net. 

This Edition has been made without the slightest suppression 
or abridgment, and contains all the more valuable Notes to be 
found in the best French Editions. The Illustrations arc repro- 
duced from the actual Copper-Plates engraved for the Berne 
Edition by Longeuil, Halboii, and other eminent French artists. 
” 1 like it as a reader perhaps rather more than I esteem it as a critic ; 
but even as a cntic, and allowing fully for the personal equation, I think 
that it deserves a far higher place than is generally accorded to it.” — 
Professor S\intsbury. 

MARGARET OF ANGOULEME, QUEEN 
OF NAVARRE. 

By A. Mary F. Robinson. Eminent Women Series. New 
l^dition. With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 
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MARTINEAU (HARRIET). 

By Mrs F. Fenwick Miller. Eniini-nt Women Series. New 
Edition (fourth) With Portrait and Index (.mwn 8\o, cloth, 
Is. net. 


METTERNICH (PRINCE). 

By Col. G. B. Malleson, C.S.I. Statesmen Series. New 
Edition With Portrait and Index. Crown 8\o, cloth. Is. net. 


MOEHLER (JOHN ADAM, D.D.). 

SYMBOLISM ; op, Bxposition of the 
Doctrinal Dlffepences between Catholics 
and Protestants, as evidenced by their 
Symbolical Writing's. Translated from the German 
by J. B. Robertson. Demy 8vo, cloth, Cs. net. 

“ An inexhaustible treasure-house ; the depth and comprehensiveness 
of its views, the acuteness and solidity ol its reasoning and the cleatness 
and sinipHcitv of ils arraiigenient, estaldish bevoiid the possibility of 
question the claim to the cliaracler bestowed upon it soon after its publica- 
tion by one whoso verv name (Caidinal Wiseman) is an authority, * The 
most profound w'oik on the Philosophy of PiMiiity which our tunc has 
produced.* *’ — Dublin Review, 

MONTAIGNE. 

THB BSSAYBS OF. Translated by Joii.x Flohio, 11)03. 
Complete Edition. W illi an Introduction by w ay of Dedication 
by Jus'iiN II McCAiniiY. Portrait Study by h'u^Mv Brvng- 
w^YN, A.R.A. Museum Edition. Six Vols. 12iiio, Os. net, or 
limp leather, lop edge gilt, Pis. net, or stamped leather, gill 
edge, 15s net. 

Flono's “Montaigne ” has something of the native charm of 
an original book. It shares with Shelton’s “Don Q)iuxolc” 
the rare distinction of being written in tlie splendid 
Elizabethan English, shares with it, too, the apt felicity of 
belonging to the same age as its original. 

MONTESQUIEU. 

PERSIAN LETTERS. I’raiislated by John Dwidson, 
Author of “ Scaramouch in Naxos," etc. Illustrated by 
Etchings by E. de Beal mom. Three Vols. Foolscap 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. net. 

The former Edition of this I’ranslalion was issued " privately 
printed," at a high price 

MORE (HANNAH). 

By Charloite M. Yonge. Eminent Women Series. New 
E^tion. With Portrait and Index. Grown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 
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MURGER (HENRI). 

the: bohemians of the latin 

QUARTER. New Kdilion. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Grown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d 

" The story is full of laughter-prov okiiif; episodes, .nnd there is no lack 
of pathos foi those who can sec beneath the suiface of wild hccdlessness.’* 
— Academy, 


MUSEUM DRAMATISTS. . 

Ilcpnnts of Notable Plays, each ’with Intioductions, Glossary, 
Fac-simile Title-pages, etc. 

The Initial Volumes are — 

1. Gammep Gupton’s Needle. 

2. Hey wood’s (J.) Foup P.P. and the Papdonep 

and the Fpere. 

3. Evepyman. 

4. John John, Tib, and Sip John ; also Tom 

Tllep and his Wife. (Two Shrew Plays.) 

5. Ralph Roii^tep Doistep. 

To he followed b> a number of others Foolscap 8\o, Japan 
\clluni, Is. Gd. net, cloth extra, lop edge gill, 2s. net 


“MUSEUM” EDITIONS. 

Price ])er Volume — (^loth, top edge gilt. Is Gd net, limp 
leather, top edge gilt, 2s. iicl, stamped leather, gilt edges, 
2s. Gd. net. 

The Odes of Anacpeon. 

The Essays of Emepson. Two Vols. 

The Select Wopks of De Quinoey. Two Vois. 

WOPdSWOPth’s Lyrics and Sonnets. 

Religrio Medici, and other Ebsays, by Sir Thomas 
B^ol^ne. 

The WoPks of Rabelais. Three Vols. 
Voltaire's Candide. 

The Bssays of Montali^ne. Six Vols. 

The Rub&lydrt of Omar Rh&yy&m. 
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NATURALISTS’ LIBRARY (THE). 

New and Cheaper Issue. Cloth, top edge gilt, cadi 3s (id net 
British Birds. Four Vols. H. Bo'SMllcr Sluiriie, LL.D. 
Game Birds. Two Vols W 1 \ Grant 

Butterflies. Throe Vols. W F Kirl)\,F.LS 

British Mammals. One Vi»i r. Lviiokkor, r.a., 
F.R.S. 

Cats. One Vol. R. Lydokker, R.A , 1*’ R S. 
Marsupials. -Om* Vol. R. Lydekkor. R A , 1- R S. 
Monkeys. Two Vols. II<Tnr> O I'orbes, F.L.S 
Moths. T\no Vols W. F. Kirhy, F.L S. 

In preparation, Dogs, Horses, Pigeons, I^irrots, lU’os, Rectlcs, 
Fishes, etc., etc. 

“First-rate talent is being eniploved to make a sut\ev at once 
accurate and populai of animate nature so far as it is now kiiovin.*’ — 
Ihe Times 

NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 

LBAVBS FROM MBMORY’S LOG. IH C. S 

pMisoNs, Lieut. R.N. IMilcd ^^llh Notes hy . II Lono, 
Author of “ Medals of Riitish Navy.” Photogravure Poitrait 
of Loid Nelson. Grown 8\o, 3s (UL 

“ A timeh rcpiint of an Inlcicsling naval book, gi\cs us a sl)iiip]> drawn 
portrait of NcNoii as he was upon Ins quarler-detk ; a little, aleit, quirk 
man, flers tcrnpeied and Mgilanl, with a strong nasal twang, and an aim 
stump wagging like a fin ," — Manrhesier (iuaidum. 

O’CONNELL (DANIEL). 

Ry J A. JI\MinoN. Slalcsincn .Senes. New ICihlnni. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8\o, clolli, Is. net. 

OGILVIE-GRANT (W. R.), Zoological Dcparl- 
mciil, British Museum. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE GAME-BIRDS. 

The Naturalists’ Library. Verv Numerous Illustrations iii 
Colour by Kuullmans. Tw'o Vols. Crown 8vo, cloth, New 
and Cheaper Edition, each 3s fid net. 

Vol, 1. — Sand Grouse, I’arlndgcs, Pheasants. — Vol. II. 
Pheasants, Turkeys, Quail, Curassows, Bustards. 

** Complete and accurate, and leases nothing to be desired.” — Sportsman. 

OHNET (GEORGES). 

THB MARL-PIT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
3!,. 6d. 
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OMAR KHAYYAM. 

rubAiyat. Translated by Edward Fitzgerald. With 
his Life of the Author and Notes. Introductory Essay “ Of 
Persian Poetry,” by Joseph Jacobs. Ornamental Borders and 
Illustrations by Frank Brangwyn, A.R.A. Post 8vo, inlaid 
cloth extra, top edge gilt, 3s. 6d. net. This Edition is printed 
in coloured ink and has the Illustrations in Colour. 

Also ” Museum Edition,” ISino, cloth, top edge gilt, Is. 6d. 
net, limp leather, top edge gilt, 2s. net, stamped leather, gilt 
edges, 2s. Gd. net. 

Of the works of the ” Astronomer Poet of Persia,” innumer- 
able editions are on sale from one penny to four guineas, but this 
Edition has features of its own, and will be found to be the 
prettiest publishe<l A few copies (100) will he printed on 
impenal Japan vellum, 5s. net, and 50 on real India paper, 
7s. 6d. net. For these early application should be made. 

O’NEILL (H. C.). 

DEVONSHIRE IDYLS. Third Edition. Square 
12mo, cloth 2s , paper covers. Is. 6d. 

" A cliarimnp; little book of reminiscences of Devonshire luial manners* 
customs, speech, folk-lore, and character, written by a Dc\onshire lady, 
whose sketches of country life in North Devon some fifty years since are 
markeil by truth and simplicity, and a quiet yet penctrati\e pathos." — 
Saturday Beifiew. 

TOLD IN THE DIMPSES. Fronlispiecc by 

F. J. WiDOERY. Square 12ino, paper covers, Is. 6d. 

" Like the delightful * Dev onshire Id>ls,* by the same wTitcr, these stories 
of North Devon are adiniiable for the truth and humour of llieir illustrations 
of the characteristics of the people and county they treat of .” — Saturday 
Heview. 

PALMERSTON (VISCOUNT). 

By L. C. Sanders. Statesmen Senes. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

PEEL (SIR ROBERT). 

By F. G. Montague. Slalesmeii Senes. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION AND 
CREED. 

Edited from a Contemporary Manuscript, with an Historical 
Introduction, Notes, and a Glossary by Thomas Wright, M.A., 
F.S.A. Two Vols. Foolscap 8vo, buckram extra, top edge 
gilt. 5s net. 

” This remarkable poem is not only so interesting a monument of the 
English language and literature, but it is also so important an illustration of 
the political hlslory of our country during the fourteenth century, that it 
deserves to be read far more generally than it has been," — Editor’s 
Preface. « 
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PLAYGOERS* THEATRE SERIES. 

In i)apcr covers. 

David Ballard : a play in three acts. By Chailes 
McEvoy. Is. net. 

His Helpmate : a play m one act. Bv Charles McEvoy 
6d. net. 

Gentlemen of the Road : a play m one not. By 
Charles McEvoy. Gd. 

When the Devil was 111 : a pia> m four acts. By 
Charles McEvoy. Is. net. 

The Subjection of Kezia : a play m one act. By 
Mrs. Havelock Elhs. 6d net. 

The Feud : a play m four acts. By Edward Garnett. 
Is. net. 

Shakespeare Head Press. These plays have been produced 
by Miss A. E. F. Horniman's C.ompaiiy at the Gaiety Theatre, 
Alanchester. 

PLOTINUS. 

ON THE BEAUTIFUL. I'ranshded by Stemifn 
MacKenna. a H. Sullen. Royal ICino, 2s. (id. net. 

“ A fine rendering of a tine original.” — Spectator. 

PRINCE CONSORT (ALBERT). 

By Miss Yonge Statesmen Senes. Ne\\ Ed d ion. Wtlli 
Portrait and Index, (.rown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

RABELAIS (FRAN90IS). 

IVORKS OF- The whole Five Books, " The Inestimable 
Life of the Great Gargantua,” etc. The Translation of Sir 
Tiiomvs ITrquhart and Motteux, with the Notes of Ozell, etc. 
The whole Revised with an Introduction by Alfred Wallis. 
The Portrait and Illustrations from the celebrated Edition 
known as " PicarFs,” reproduced in Photogravure. Five Vols. 
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, 12s Gd net. 

WORKS. The Translation of Sir Thomas Urquhart 

and Motteux Revised, and with a Life of the Author, by^ 
William M\ccall. Portrait Study by Frank Branqwyn, 
A.R.A., and Illustrations from the “ Songes Drolatiques dc 
Pantagruel.'* Three Vols. 18mo, 4s. 6d. net, limp leather, top 
edge gilt, 6s. net, stamped leather, gilt, edges 7s. 6d. net. 

This Text differs from the above in that it has been thoroughly 
revised by the Editor, not with prudish intent, but to prune the 
verbal redundancy of the translators. 

The very curious Illustrations (1565) are still good " pour la 
recreation dcs bons esprit s," though no longer thought to be the 
work of Rabelais himself. 
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RACHEL. 

15y Mrs. A. Ki:nn \nn Lminciit Wonion Scries. New Edition 
Willi Portrait and Index, (’.mwn S\n, cloHi Is. net. 

RADFORD (ERNEST). 

A COLLECTION OF POEMS. Foolscap 8vo, 

boards 2s dd. not. 

liook of \ crscs consisting ])nrllv of ]iocnis reprinted without 
alteration fioni volumes winch lia\e become scaiee ; of others 
cither a good deal altered, or .slighth, and many entirely new 
pieces. 

RALEIGH (SIR WALTER). 

THE LAST FIGHT OF THE REVENGE. 

With an Introduction bv IIeniiy Ne>vholt, M.A., and Six 
Full Page Plates m Colour and many Head and Tad Pieces 
by Frvnk Phvngwyn, A R.A Limited lidition on hand- 
made jiapcr. Hoyal 8s o, cloth extra, top edge gilt, 7.s. 6»l net. 

“ One of the most attiaclivc books of the season ** — Manchester 
Guardian. 

There is something unique m the composition of this book There Is 
the fine note struck by INIr Henry Ne>\l>olt m his introduction . . there 

are gorgeous-coloured plates iliustiating the splendid and towering 
galleons of Ehzabellinn naval warfaie, the woodcuts to every page, and 
. . . the cause of all Italelgh’s heioic story of a most heioic fight *' — 
T. P 's Weeklu. 

ROLAND (MADAM). 

Hv Matiiilde Blind Eminent Women Senes. New Edition 
With Portrait and Index, (.rown 8\o, cloth, Is. net. 

ROSSETTI (D. G.). 

ITALIAN POETS CHIEFLY BEFORE 
DANTE. The Italian Text with Rossetti's Translation. 
Foolscap 8vo, lambskin, 7s. (id net. 

Tins IS llie only Translation that gives the Italian Text (with 
Rossetti’s Translation) of llie Poems in Part 11. of the well- 
known w'ork, Dante and his Circle . — TJie part dealing with 
“ Poets chiefly before Dante. The Italian Poems (which are 
scattered through various Volumes) have hitherto been practi- 
cally inaccessible. 

ROSSEAU (JEAN-JACQUESL 

THE CONFESSIONS. Newly Translated, with Photo- 
gravure Portrait and numerous Illustrations after Maurice 
LeIvOIr. Two Vols. Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, top edge gill, 
net. 

George Khol and Eineison agreed that this book had in- 
fluenced them more than any other. 
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S., Mp. (c. 1502.) 

GAMMER OURTON’S NEEDLE. IMnseuni 
Dramatists. ItiUled Note-hook and Woid last, h\ .loiix 
S. Farmer. Foolscap S\o, cloth 2s. net, iiajter, Is Gd net. 

“Gammer Giirton is one of the accepted inot-stoiks of the Knf^lish 
Drama, knfiwn by name to l>oys an<l Kiris who sit fin ex.inniiatioris in the 
Iwenticth century — it was ‘ the lirsl to Kather Hie tliieads of faice, mlerlude, 
and school-play into a w cll-sus lamed corned v ol iiistie luimoui.' ” — 
VorAi/iire Observei. 


SAINTE-BEUVE (C. A.). 

ESSAYS. IMileil, %\ilJi ii (.ritHMl ^Jeimui, t»> Wii.iivm 
S iiAnr. Niiinerons Poilriiits Thice \ ols Foolscap .S\n. 
cloth, 7s. Gd. net. 

Coiit.niis l*'ssnys on Men and Women — Porliails of Men — 
J*«>rlrails of WoincJi 

Tliesc lCssa\s of the mealest ol all cniiis — the soseieJKn 
critic — should he welcome as liie JvnKhsli reader not 

niciclx some comj)! eheiision of lire intellectnal i.mj4c and in- 
Mfjht <jf wSainte-lk'iue, hut some idea also of his giace of sl\lc 
and indiMdual charm. 

SAND (GEORGE). 

By Bertha Thomas Eminent Women Senes. Now Edition. 
W’llh Portrait and Index Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net 

SCOTT (MICHAEL). 

THE CRUISE OF THE “ MIDGE.” Willi lUus- 
tralions h> Frsnk Brynowyn, A.B A Sjieeial Xitle-jiaRes 
and Binding* Desi^jn. Two Vols hoolscap 8\o, cloth extia, 
lop edge gill, 5&. net. 

“ No man ever w'lote bellei of the life of the sea, few e\ri so M\idlv, ns 
the author of ' Tom CniiKle's I.or ’ Two daints siduines, most choicely 
printed, illustrated by pliologiasures fiom the pencil of Mr. i^'iaiik 
Brangw^n, and appropriately bound.” —Army and A’nei/ Gazeile 

SELDEN (JOHN). 

TABLE TALK. With a liioRraplu cal Preface and Notes 
by S. W. Singer, F.S.A. To which is added " Siiaie Minnies; 
or. Resolved Medilalioim and Premeditated Resolutions,” by 
Arthur Warwick. F'oolsca]) Svo, buckram extra, lop edge 
gilt, 2s. Gd. net. 

** There is more W'cighly bullion sense in this book than I ha^ e e\ or found 
In the same number of pages of any uninspired >vi iter. . . .Oh, to have been 
with Seiden over his glass of wine, making every accident an outlet and a 
vehicle ol wisdom.” — Coleridge. 
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SHARPE (R. BOWDLER, LL.DJ, Zoological 
Dept., B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE BIRDS OF GREAT 
BRITAIN. The Naturalists’ History. Very Numerous 
Illustrations in Colour by Keulemans, and others. Four 
Vols. Crown 8yo, cloth. New and Cheaper Edition, each 
3s. 6d net. 

Content * — Vol. I. Grows, Starlings, Finches, Buntings, 
J.arks, Wagtails. — Vol. II Creepers, Mothcatchers, Tits, Reed- 
lings, Shrikes, etc. — Vol HI. Creepers — Vol IV. Gulls, Auks, 
Petrels, Divers, Grebes, Rails, Proccllaruforincs, Pigeons, 
and Game-birds. 

“ It Is likely that for the ordinary student this book will supersede all 
other hand-books." — Times. 

SHELLEY (Mrs.). 

By Mrs. Rossetti. Eminent Women Senes. New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

SIDDONS (Mps.). 

By Mrs. A. Kennaud. Eminent Women Series New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index Oown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

SMOLLETT (TOBIAS). 

THB NOVBLS OF. Edited by George S<v.intsbury, 
and Illustrated by Frank Richards. In Twelve Vols. 
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, each 2s tkl net. 

Roderick Random. Three Vois. 
Peregrine Pickle. Four Vols. 

Count Fathom. Two Vols. 

Sir Launcelot Greaves. One Vol. 
Humphrey Clinker. Two Vols. 

" It IS incumbent on us to say of this enterpnsc of Messrs. Ciibbings that 
they are furnishing an edition which will be \aiucd by llu* public equally 
for its handiness and its elegance. The volumes are thin and light, the 
typoRraphv is beautifully clear, w'hilc the illustrations by Mr. Frank 
Richards show that he has thoroughly caught the spirit of the authoi . This 
edition of Smollett is one that will be bought with case, read with pleasure, 
and kept with care." — Glasgow Herald. 

STATESMEN SERIES (THE). 

New and Cheaper Editions. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 
Beaoonsfleld. T. E. Kebble. 

Bismarck. Charles Lowe, M.A. 

* BolingrbPOke. Arthur Hassall, M.A. 
Dalhousie. Capt. L. J. Trotter. 

Derby. T. E. Kebble. 

* The Volume marked is at present out of print. 
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STATESMEN SERIES (THE) — Continued, 

Fox, H O. Wakeman. 

Gambetta. Frank T Marzials 
Gladstone, w. H. i -II cy. 

* Gpattan. Robert Dunlop. 

* Mettepnioh. Coi. G. n M.iiicson, c.s i 
O’Connell. J. A. Hamilton. 

Palmepston. L. C, Samlcrs. 

* Peel. F. C. Montague. 

Ppince Consopt. Miss Yongc 
Wellesley. Col. G. B. Malleson, c.s I. 

STAEL (MADAM DE). 

By Bella Duffy. Eminent Women Senes New Edition. 
With Poi trail and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. not. 

STOKES (CHARLOTTE CARMICHAEL). 
SHAKESPEARE’S WARWICKSHIRE 
CONTBMPORARIISS. Shakespeare Head Press. Demy 
8vo, 7s. 6d. net. 

CoNTENis • — Richard Field, printer of Shakespeare's first 
book — Sir Thomas Lucy the Elder — Sir Thomas Lucy the 
Second. — Sir Thomas J-ucy the Third. — .John Somerville of 
Edreston. — Edward Arden — Sir John Conway of Arum. — 
Edward Neville. — The Throckmortons. — ^The GreMlles and 
Lord Brooke — Dr. John Hall — Michael Dra\ ton. — The 
Trussells of Billesley — The t.loptons. — The (-ombes — The 
Underhills — The Clergy of Stratford — The Schoolmasteis. — 
Conclusion. — Index 

TEMPLE (A, G.), F.S.A., Director of the Guildhall 

Art Gallery, London, Knight Commander of the Older 
of Alfonso XI T. of Spam, Knight of the Order of the 
Danebrog, Denmark, Ofllcier dc 1 Instruction Publiqiie 
de France. 

MODERN SPANISH PAINTING. Being a Review' 
of some of the Chief Painters and Paintings of the Spanish 
School since the time of Goya. Demy 4to, cloth gilt, gilt 
top, £5 5s. net. Limited to 30U numbered copies. 

This Volume consists of a General Survey of Modern Spanish 
Painting, followed by separate chapters on “ The Painters of 
History,*' “ The Landscape Painters,*' “ The Portrait Painters,** 
“ The Painters of Genre ** ; it it printed on hand-made paper, 
with initials to each chapter in red and black, and illustrated 
with fifty-eight reproductions in photogra\urc of Paintings by 
Fortuny, Pradilla, Carbdncro, Palmaroli, Alvarez, Bilbao, 
Brull, Beruete, ('heca, Casado del Alisal, Cat ala, Domingo, 
Degrain, Garnello y Ahla, Gallegos, GarciA y Ramos, Galofre, 
Madrazo, Rosales, Martin Rico, Sorolla, Villegas, Valles, 
Zuloaga, and many others. 

• The Volumes marked are at present out of print. 
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UDAL (NICHOLAS). 

RALPH ROISTRR DOISTER. Museum nrainatisls. 
luliteci wilh Not(*-])ocjk and Word Iasi 1»\ .Iohn S Fvhmkh 
l'(»olscaj) cloth, 2s net, paper. Is iJd nd 

*' Is pnnianly of intciest as tlie first extant Knglish comedy tind the link 
between the ‘ inteiliide ’ and comedy propei, and is full of mj;otoiis and 
natne hixmoni Cln^uow Heiuhi 


VICTORIA (QUEEN), LIFE OF. 

By MiLLirr.NT GvintKTi F^wckit Kminent Women Senes. 
New Hdition. With Poi trail and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
Is. net. 

VOLTAIRE (FRANCOIS MARIE 
AROUET). 

CANDIDB; or, All for the Best. ANewTransla- 

tion. Indited by W \i/i i r .Icruoli), with Vif^nettes by Adrien 
Moreav. 18mo, cloth, lop edf»e fidi. Is (>d net. limp leather, 
lop cd}>e ftill, 2s net, stamiied leather, jidl edf^es, 2s. tid net. 

WALSH (WILLIAM S.). 

HANDY BOOK OF LITERARY CURIOSI- 
TIES. Lar«e crown 8vo, cloth extra, lldl pp., 7s. Gd net. 

“ Kven the slimiest ailicles are well wiitien, and the \ast ainoiint of 
mfuiinalion whicli Mi. W.ilsli has lolleeted is alWci\s ^i\ en in n pleasing and 
intoresliiig form.” — Smlsnum. 

” Of really nmaikahle nieiil ” — Spedator. 

WALKER (Col. THOMAS NICHOLLS). 

THROUGH THE MUTINY. Ucmmiscciices ol 
TJiirty Years’ Active Service and Sport in India, 1834-83. 
Portrait and Illustiations by M’B. .and H. C. Armour. 
Dcm> 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Full of inleiesting details, aiiredoles, and side lights on an 
important historical e\enl, as well as on other active service. 
Tigei hunting, pig sticking, and Indian life generally. ^ 

WELLESLEY (MARQUIS). 

Bv Col. G. B. Malleso.v, C.S I. Statesmen Senes. ■'New 
Edition. With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

WESLEY (SUSANNA). 

By Eliza Clarke. Eminent Women Senes. New Edition, 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, ctolli, Is* net* 
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LONDON: 18 BITRY STREET, W.C. 

WORDSWORTH i WILLIAM i. 

LYRICS AND SONNETS. s.iocU-d iiml I'diU’d 

Clemlnt K. Snoiui:n,\Mtli .»ii liilmdiudion .nid HiMioi^Kipiut.d 
Note and iNiilrait Study liy KnvNk » v, A.K \. 

18nio, cloth, lop cdfze ^^dt. Is ‘(id. net, limp h allicr, lop t-dLa* 
gdt, 2s net, stamped leather, gilt edges, 2s ()d net. 


The Works of Mr. W B. Yeats arc supplied hv Messrs. Clinnixos 
Axn (’.OMPWY, LiMirrn, as Agents for Mr. A. H liiiLKX, 
Sliukespearr Head Slratford-on-A\on. 

YEATS (W. B.). 

THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND 
PROSE. With Portraits liv .loiix wS Saiigim, 11. A., 
CiiAULEs Shannon, Signor Mancim and .J }} "^ixrs. 
Musical Sellings hv pLoiiENcn l*'Ann, and others. Hddiogiaphy 
hy Allan Waui:. ICight Vols. Demy 8\o, grey linen sides 
with quarter vellum back Shahrspraio Head Pms ill Is net. 
KiGO copies printed, tyjie dislrihulecl. 

" The pnldication of the (’ollected Woiks in \cise and piosrol William 
Butler Yeats is an honouiahle ackno'wl •dgment of the liigh esteem in ^\hl( h 
his work is held hv the best cnties, ai i to tin* iineritica] an ohjeet lesson. 
No pains have lieeii spaied to make Ihese eiglit \olunies \\uilh\ a plan* 
on the librarvsheh es of the most exaet ng and fastidious of hook-etillei lois. 
. . . To-day 111 the woild of letters the e is no moiepicliiies<|iie ligine lli.'n 
Mr. Yeats, nor is theio a s\ liter s\ho i daiin to base made a deepei niaik 
upon the tlioiight ol his time .** — Fojlniuhdif Pcinew. 

THE CELTIC TWILIGHT. (a own iSm), (lolh 

extra. .1. II Butlrn. (»s. 

IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL. ( i. s^o, 

cj 11 arler cloth. A. IJ. liiiUeii. (is. 

THE SECRET ROSE. Wdli Ilhislialions hy 

.1. B. Ye\T‘' (h'owii iS\o, cloth e\lia 1 (twniur and Hiillen. 
(Is. net. 


DEIRDRE : A Play in Three Acts. Crown 
8vo, quarter cloth. A 11. Bnllcn. 8s Gel. net 

POEMS, 1899-1906. {Out of Print ) 

A New Edition will be Published under the Idle of “ Poems ; 
Second Series.” It will include tire Poems in " Tlie Wind 
Among the Reeds " witli some New Poems 


PLAYS FOR AN IRISH THEATRE. 


C.omplete Sets of the Separate Editions of Plays loi an Irish 
Theatre cannot be supplied. A Revised Collected Edition in a 


Single Volume is in preparation. 


A BIBLIOGRAPHY. By Allan Wadf. Demy 

8vo, quarter cloth. (iO copies jinntcd. Sluike^jn’are Brad 
Press. 7s Gd, not. 



30 GiBBiNGs aswd ' fctwtwaaf 

LIST OF PUBLICATIONS, ARRANGED' 
IN ORDER OF PUBLISHED PRICES. 


♦** Books in more than one Volume are listed twice, at price 
per Volume and price per Set. Thus Cervantes' “ Don Quixote*’ 
can either be reckoned as four at 2s. Gd. each or as one at 10s. 


Sixpence f^et 

PLAYGOERS* THEATRE SERIES. 

One Shilling 

STRUCTURAL BOTANY Cooke 

One Shilling Net 
ALBANY, COUNTESS OF. Lee 
AUSTEIL JANE. Malden 
BEACONSFIELD. Kibble 
BISMARCK. Lowe 
BOLINGBROKE, HasRall. 

BRONTE, EMILY. kol)iii..iu 
BROWNING, MRS. iimrim 
DALHOUSIE. Trotler 
DERBY. Kobhle. 

DE 8TAEL MAD. ])iill% 
EDGEWORTH, MARIA, /iinini ru 
ELIOT, GEORGE. IUiikI 
FOX. Wakomau 
FRY, ELIZABETH. J*itiiiari 
FULLER. MARGARET, llime 
GAMBETTA. Mar?ials 
GLADSTONE. Luey. 

GODWIN, MARY. Pennell 

GRATTAN. Dunlop 

LAMB, MART. Gllchrmt 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE. Robinson 

MARTINEAU. Miller 

METTERNICH. Malleson 

MORE, HANNAH. Yonue 

0*C0NNELL. Hamilton 

PALMERSTON. Sanders 

PEEL. Montague 

PRINCE CONSORT. Yonge 

RACHEL. Kennurd 

BOLAND. Blind 

SAND, GEORGE. Thuinnh. 

SHELLEY, MRS. llos^etti. 

SIDDONS, MRS. A. Keiinard 
VICTORIA, QUEEN. Fawiett 
WELLESLEY. MaUeson. 

'WESLEY, 5. Clarke 

One Shilling and Sixpence 
DEVONSHIRE IDYLS, O'Nem. 

TOLD IN THE DIMPSFS. O’Keill 


One Shilling and Sixpence Net 

ANACREON ODES. 

BROWNE’S REUGIO MEDICI. 

DE QUINCEY'S WORKS. 2 v. eaih. 
mBRSON'S ESSAYS. 2 vote each 
iVERTHAN. Paper. 

GAM MER GUBTON'S NEEDLE. Paper. 
jjji!YWOOD*8 FOUR P.P., Ac. Paper 
JOHN AND TOM TILER. 

siwalTiBSME’S ESSAYS. 0 vote. each. 
SSM KHAYYAM. 

IpSmAir WORKS. 3 vote. each. 


One Shilling and Sixpence Net, 
UDAL*S ROISTER DOISTER. 
VOLTAIRE'S CANDIDE. 
WORDSWORTH’S LYRICS. 

Tivo Shillings. 

WIDOW WOMAN. Lpb, 

DEVON IDYLS. O’Neill 

Tu'o Shillings Net 

ANACREON ODES. Limp leather 
BROWNE’S RELIGIO MEDICI. Lp Ir. 
DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vote, 
each 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 vote each 
EVERYMAN. 

HEYWOOD’S FOUR P.P., &0. 

JOHN JOHN AND TOM TILER. 

GAMMER GURTON’S NEEDLE. 
MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. 0 vote each. 
Limp leather 

OMAR KHAYYAM. Limp leather 
RABELAIS’ WORKS. 3v eadi J.p Ir. 
UDAL’S ROISTER DOISTER. 
VOLTAIRE’S CANDIDE. Lp leather. 
WORDSWORTH’S LYRICS. Li> Ir. 


Two Shilhnge and Sixpence 

COOKE’S BOTANIC TERMS. 
LEITH’S LEMON VERBENA. 


Two Shillings and x'<ixpence Net 

AINSWORTH’S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

2 vote each 

TOWER OF LONDON. 2 v. each 

OLD ST. PAUL’S. 2 vote each. 

GUY FAWKES. 2 vote each. 

ROOK WOOD. 2 vote each. 

JACK SHEPPARD. 2 vote each 

CRICHTON. 2 vote each. 

MISER’S DAUGHTER. 2 v. each. 

ST. JAMES. 

STAR CHAMBER. 

FLITCH OF BACON. 

SPENDTHRIFT. 

ANACREON ODES. Stp leather. 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. 0 vote each. 
BECKFORD’S VATHEK. 

BOCCACCIO’S DECAMERON, i v eaeh,^ 
BROWNE’S RELIGIO MEDICI. Stp. Ir.'^ 
CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. 4 \ each. 

EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 2 v. each. 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vote, 
each 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 vote each. 
ERASMUS’S COLLOQUIES. 3 v. each. 

PRAISE OF FOLLY. 

GANZ’S HINTS ON PAINTING. Paper. 

HINTS ON MODELLING. , Paper. 

HERRICK’S HESPERIDES. 2 v. each. 
HOMWS ILIADS AND ODYSSEYS. 
4 YQli. each. , 
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Tvbo Skilhngt and Sirpmoe If it. 

LAMB'S WORKS. 6\oLs each 
CE SAFE'S OIL BLAS. 4 vols each. 
LEWIS'S THE MONK. H noIs each. 
MARGARET OF NAVARRE'S HEP- 
TAMERON. 5%olflcach 
MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. 0 vols each 
Stamped leather 

MONTESQUIEU'S PERSIAN LETTERS. 
3 volB. each 

OMAR KHAYYAM. Stamped leather 
PIERS PLOUGHMAN'S VISION. 2 volh 
each 

PLOTINUS ON THE BEAUTIFUL 
RABELAIS* WORKS. 5 \ols each 

3 V each Stp. leather 

RADFORD'S POEMS. 

ROUSSEAU'S CONFESSIONS. 2 vnH 
each 

SCOTT'S CRUISE OF THE “MIDGE." 
2 volB. each 

SELDEN'S TABLE TALK. 
SAINTE-BEUVE'S ESSAYS, v each 
SMOLLETT'S RANDOM. 3 v e.uh. 

PICKLE. 4 volH each 

FATHOM. 2 vols ea< li 

CLINKER. 2 vdlu each 

greaves. 

VOLTAIRE'S CANDIDE. Stp Ii 
WORDSWORTH'S LYRICS. Stp ir 

Three ShiUmfi AV-/ 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vola 
EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 yoN 


Three Shillings and .Si rpenct 

BOURGET’S A LOVE CRIME. 
BUNYAN'S PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 
CUPPLES’ A SPLICED YARN. 
DASENT'S TALES FROM THE 
FJELD. 

FLAUBERT’S MADAME BOVARY. 
SALAMBO. 

GAUTIER'S MDLLE. DE MAUPIN. 

TALES AND ROMANCES. 

GILMORE’S WILD BEASTS. 
GONCOURT*S(DE) RENEE HAUPERIN. 
LEE’S OUR LITTLE TOWN. 
•MURGER'S BOHEMIANS. 

NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 
OHNET'S THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


Three Shillings and Sixpence Net 

^DRAYTON’S NYMPHIDIA. 

. FORBES’ MONKEYS. 2 vols each 
. GANZ’B HINTS ON PAINTING. 

t HINTS ON MODELLING. 

MIRKSON’S EXPERIENCES. 

MWY'S bUTTERFUES. 3 \o]a each 

MOTHS. 2 vols each, 

LTDEKKER’S BRITISH MAMMALS. 

* OATS. 

MARSUPIALS. 

' OGILVIE-OBANT’S GAME BIROS. 

V 2 vob. eacli. 

dMAH KHAYYAM. Coloured flotoe. 
BHAmrs BRinSH BIRDS. 4 V.(»( 0 b. 
^ YBATS^^DBIRDRB. 


Four Shillings Net. 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 

2 voIm Limp lc.ather 
EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 v Ip. leather 


Four Shilhnvs and Sixpence Net. 
RABELAIS’ WORKS. 3 vole 

Five Shillings Net. 

AINSWORTH’S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

2 voIb 

TOWER OF LONDON. 2 \o1b. 

OLD ST. PAUL’S. 2 vols 

- GUY FAWKES. 2 vols 

ROOKWOOD. 2 vols, 

JACK SHEPPARD. 2 vols 

CRICHTON. 2 vols 

MISER’S DAUGHTER. 2 vols. 

CERVANTES' EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 
2 \()ls 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vols. 

Htampod leatlier 
EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 vols 
HERRICK’S HESPERIDES. 2 \uls 
HEYWOOD’S PROVERBS. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. .Tapan vellum 
PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION. 2 V. 
ROUSSEAU’S CONFESSIONS. 2 vols. 
SCOTT’S CRUISE OF THE “MIDGE." 
2 vols 

SMOLLETT’S FATHOM. 2 vols 
CLINKER. 2 volB 

Six Shillings 

BLACKMORB'S LORN A DOONE. 

CHRISTOWELL. 

BUNYAN’S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. 
CHAFFERS’ HAND - BOOK TO 
KERAMICS. 

GOULDSBURY'S DULALL. 
KINGSLEY’S WESTWARD HO! 
LONG’S NAVAL TARNS. 

TEATS' CELTIC TWILIGHT. 

IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL. 


iSi* Shillings Net. 

BOSWORTH’S ANGLO SAXON 
GOSPELS. 

DOLLINGER'S GENTILE AND JEW. 

2 vols each. 

FIRST AGES. 

DURANDU8* SYMBOUSM OF ^ 
CHURCHES. 

MOEHLER’S SYMBOLISM. 

RABELAIS' WORKS. 8 vols. Lp. Ir. 
YEATS* THE SECRET ROSE. 


Seven Shillings Net. 

FORBES* MONKEYS. 2 vote. 
KIRBY’S MOTHS. 2 vols. 
OGILVIE-GRANT’S GAME BIRDS. 

2 vols 

.Seren Shillings and Sixpence. 
WALKER’S through THE MUTIBjf* 


Seven Shillings and Sixpence NH. 
ERASMUS* COLLOQUIES. S ^ 

[^wis’s THE uokr ~ 
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f^eten ShiUtngi and Supnue Net 
HOXTESqVIEU'S PERSIAN LETTERS. 
S vol' 

OMAR KBAmM. India Taper Ed 
RABELAIS' WORKS. » vols Stp Ii 
RALEIBH'S “REVENGE.” 
ROSSETTTS ITALIAN POETS. 
SAINTE>XfcBVE’S ESSAYS. S aoN 
SMOLLETT'S RANDOM. S voN 
STOPES; SHAKESPEARE’S WAR- 

wicxsaniE contemporaries. 

WALSH'S LITERARY ODRIOSITIES. 
YEATS’ BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

-Yinf ShiUwjg Net 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. G\< 

Ten Shdlnigti Xtt 

BOCCACCIO’S DECAMERON. 4 \o1h 
CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. 4 \o|s 
CHAPMAN’S HOMER ILIADS. &c. 4 \ , 
LE SAGE’S GIL BLAS. iMih 
SMOLLETT’S PICKLE. 4 vols 

Ten ShiUinfjt> ftitd HiiiteHre Net 

KIRBY’S BUTTERFLIES. 

Tvelve HhiUmge Net 

DOLLINGER’S GENTILE AND JEW. 

2 vol^ 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. 6vols. Lp Ir 
’’LOST” TUDOR PLAYS. 


)ShiUtng8 and Sir pence NeL 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE, ficpta- 

ineron 5 vols 

RABELAIS’ WORKS. 5 ^()ls 

Fovrteen Shillinge Net 

SHARPE’S BRITISH BIRDS, i \oh. 

Fiifeen ShiUnign Net. 

LAMB’S COMPLETE WORKS. •*. vols 
MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. (> vols iStp Ir 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. G\ols 

Tnfntu-f>ne Shillings Net 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. G\()N livtni pit's. 

Thirty Shill nig ft Net 

SMOLLETT’S WORKS. 

Ihirtg-fne Shitlnm Net 

CHAFFERS’ KERAMIC GALLERY. 

luftiHna Shilhnge Net 

“ LOST ” TUDOR PLAYS. Luigel’a. 

Thghty-hur Shilhngn Net 

YEATS’ COMPLETE WORKS. 

One Hundred und five Shillinge ^ct 

TEMPLE’S SPANISH PAINTING. 








